University of South Florida

Digital Commons @ University of South Florida
Wild West Weekly

Dime Novel Collections

June 1917

Young Wild West and the mustangers, or, The Boss of the
Broncho Busters
An Old Scout

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.usf.edu/wild_west_weekly

Recommended Citation
An Old Scout, "Young Wild West and the mustangers, or, The Boss of the Broncho Busters" (1917). Wild
West Weekly. 97.
https://digitalcommons.usf.edu/wild_west_weekly/97

This Text is brought to you for free and open access by the Dime Novel Collections at Digital Commons @
University of South Florida. It has been accepted for inclusion in Wild West Weekly by an authorized administrator
of Digital Commons @ University of South Florida. For more information, please contact
scholarcommons@usf.edu.

No. 764.

NEW YORK, JUNE 8, 1917.

Price Six:-Cents.

'There you got" cried Wild, as the self-styled ..Boss'' :8.ew over tlle broncho's head. Buck Biddle'
looked aghast, while the rest of the spectators looked amused. The broncho was
c~rtainly a bad one and was showing what :tie could do.

WILD WEST WEEKLY
A Magazine Containing Stories, Sketches, Etc., of Western Life
Issued Weekly-By Subscription $3.00 per year. Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1917, in the office o!
the Librarian of Congress, Washington, D. C., by Harry E. Wolff, Publisher, 166 West 23d Street, New York.
Entered at the New York, N. Y., Post Office as Second-Class Matter.
'

NEW YORK, JUNE 8, 1917. ·

No. 764.

Price 6 Cents.

Young Wild West and the Mustangers
-OR-

THE BOSS OF THE BRONCHO BlJSTERS
By AN OLD SCOUT
CHAPTER I.
YOUNG WILD WEST AND HIS PARTNERS GO TO TEXAS.

Young Wild West, the Champion Deadshot of the West
and Prince of the Saddle, was seated in the office of the
Wild West Mining and Improvement Company, a very rich
corporation of western Dakota, one morning in early spring
a few years ago, when his two partners, Cheyenne Charlie
and Jim Dart, came in wishing him a hearty "Good-morning."
Jim Dart had a letter in his hand, and, walking up to
Wild, handed it to him.
"Some one writing to you from Texas," he said. "Charlie
and I are anxious to learn who it can be."
Young Wild West brushed back the long hair that hung
over his shoulders, tipped his sombrero a little farther back
and then tore open the .letter.
Then he paused and looked at the postmark.
"Pecos, Texas, March 21st," he read aloud. Then, turning to hi s two friends, he added:
"Well, boys, I -don't remember being acquainted with
an~1 body in th a t part of the country. However we will
soon know all about it."
Then he removed the folded sheet of paper from the
envelope and read the following:
"Young Wild West, Weston, Black Hills, Dakota:
"Dear Sir-I take the liberty of writing to you, knowing that you are interested in ranches in different parts of
the West and Southwest. The party who mentioned your
name to me says he thinks you might buy my ranch if you
could get it at your own figure. He also says he thinks you
could run it better than I have been doin g. The truth is,
that I can't make it pay on account of the mu stangers in
this part of the country. They are a bad lot, and they have
things pretty much their own way in Pecos County. They
have stolen over three hundred head of cattle from me in
the last t\1·0 months, aJld the clay before yesterday a herd
of two hundred mustangs di sappeared.
"Two sheriffs and seven 01· eight deputies have been shot
in the last six months, and yet only two or three of thE'
gang of mustangers have gone under. The friend who told
me about you said he thought you woulrl be interested
enough to com e down here when you heard this. I own a
ranch that is about. fifteen miles northwest of Pecos, and
the grazing lands can't be beat. There is also plenty ot
water and the ranch-house, barns and pens are all in fine
order.
"Come down a)1d have a look at my property, and if you
make up your mwd that you could have better luck than I

have had, buy it. I \\'On't say any more, but expect that
you will answer yes or no as soon as convenient.
"Yours truly,
"BUCK. BIDDLE.
"Address, Pecos, Texas."
"Well, that is what I call putty good!" l'!xclaimed Cheyenne Charlie, when Wild had finished reading the letter.
The ex-government scout twisted his silky black mustache reflectively and looked at the ceiling.
"Well, what do you think about it, Charlie?" asked the
young deadshot. "You are a man of thirty, and Jim and
I are only boys of twenty; you ought to make some suggestion, because you have an older head on you."
"I may have an older head, Wild, but there ain't as much
suggesi:t it as there is in yours. I ain't goin' to make
tlon at all, but I know putty well what you'll do."
"Well, what do you think I will do?"
"You'll most likely write a letter right away to ther post,
master in Pecos an' ask him if there is sich a galoot as
Buck Biddle what owns a ranch around there."
"And what then?" asked the boy, smiling at the scout.
"If you gits an answer what says there is, you'll write
to Buck Biddle an' tell him you'll be right down to Pecos
as soon as you kin git there."
"What do you think about it, Jim?"
"I must say that I think Charlie is about right," retorted Dart.
"Well, I'll say the same thing! I am going- to do exactly
as Charlie said I would most likely do."
"I wonder who the friend who told Buck Biddle about
you can be?" remarked Jim.
"That is hard to tell."
"Oh, he must be some feller what has mei us somewhere
in our travels, I reckon," "t"etorted the scout. "I'll jest
gamble a dollar ag'in a plug of tobacker that there is sich a
feller as Buck Biddle, an' that he means jest what he says
in that letter!"
'.'Well, it will come in handy to make a trip to '.L'exas,"
said Wild.. "We_ havei:i't anything to keep u s home just
now. A ltvely time w1th the mustangers down there wi.11
do us good, maybe."
"I reckon Ke won't take ther gals along, hey, Wild?"
and the scout looked at him expectantlv.
"No. I heard Arietta say they we1:e g-oing to be bus:-;
for the next two or three " ·eeks making some new dresses.
We will just make a quick trip down there. We will go
nearly all the way by rail."
"But we'll take our horses along, though," spoke up Jim.
"Oh, yes! There is nothing like the horse you are used
to, riding. I could hardly get along without Spitfire."
'Well, go al'lsiad and write the letter, then, Wild."
"I will inside of half an hour."
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"Nary a one!" was the reply from a big, muscular-lookHe was as good as his word, and in' less than half an hour
the letter to the postmaster at Pecos was written and over ing fellow. "What d'ye want to know fur, you fancy-lookin'
young galoot?"
,
at the postoffice.
"Oh, I don't know as that is any of your business," reYoung Wild West took it over himself.
. Arietta Murdock, the pretty golden-naired girl who as- torted our hero, looking at him coolly. "If he is not here
sisted her grandfather with his duties as postmaster at it is all right. I don't tell my business to every stranger I
Weston, was his sweetheart, and when he was in town he meet"
A hoarse laugh went up from the rest of the men, while
spent an hour or so every day at the postoffice.
He found her there' when he went over to post the letter. the fellow addressed turned as red as a turkey gobbler.
He was so astonished and angered at receiving such a
"Well, Et, we are thinking of making a trip to Texasreply that for a moment he could not find the use of his
Charlie, Jim and I," he remarked.
·
tongue.
"What for, Wild?" she asked.
"Did you hear that, boys?" he finally blurted out, turning
"To see about buying a ranch that is for sale. Here,
to them, as though he was afraid his ears deceived him.
read this, and you will know all about it."
"I reckon we did, Joe," answered one of them. "He put
The girl took the letter written by Buck Biddle and
it to yer right good an' short. Pie-crust ain't ter be comperused it carefully.
."Well," said she,· "I hope if you do buy the ranch you pared with them words of his. Talks like a bantam cock
will arrange to take Anna, Eloise and myself down there what's in ther habit of sleepin' on ther top roost, I reckon."
Then the big muscular man stepped up close to our hero,
some time."
and, shaking his finger at him, exclaimed:
"You can bet I will arrange it, Et."
"D'ye know who you're talkin' to, young feller?"
"I suppose you will have no end of trouble when you go
"No!" was the reply; "and I don't want to know."
down there on this trip."
"Well, I'll tell yer, anyhow. You're talkin' to Mustang
"What makes you think that?"
Joe, ther foreman of Rustle Ranch! Now, jest listen to
"Why, the tone of the letter. would indicate it."
"Well, because Buck Biddle can't get along all right does him!"
"Well, go ahead; I am listening."
not say that we can't."
"D'ye chew tol?acker, boy?"
"No; but you will be making it hot for those mustangers
"No."
the first thing, I suppose."
"Well, you've got to chew a piece of plug afore you git
"You can bet we will! Why, you don't suppose we could
hang around a ranch idly with such work as that going on! off his platform, or I'll break you inter seven pieces an'
It seems rather funny that there is such a bad gang as all chuck yer over that telegraph pole there! D'yer hear what
that allowed to run at large. I'll guarantee that we will I say?"
'H hear you."
make it so warm for those mustangers that they will wish
Our hero now stood with folded arms gazing at the man
they had never been born."
as though he was mueh amused.
"Well, be careful if you go, won't you?"
"Well, take a chew, then," and he handed out a big black
"Oh, yes!"
"You won't have me around to help you out in case you plug of tobacco.
"I told you I didn't chew."
get in some awful trouble, you know."
The boy was now as calm as a summer morn; a smi-le
"That's right, Et. I will be all the more on the lookout
played about his lips, but there was a glance in his handfor danger on that very account."
He laughed good-naturedly and then changed the subject, some dark eyes which, if Mustang Joe, as he called himtalking more on the line that girls like to hear their sweet- self, had been a close observer, should have told him that
he was treading on dangerous ground.
heart talk about.
But he did not observe anything of the kind; he was bent
In less than a week Young Wild West received an answer
bullying the boy and making him do as he liked.
from the Pecos postmaster, stating that there was such a on"It
makes no difference whether you chew or not, you've
person as Buck Biddle, and that he was of a very good repua piece of that plug in your mouth an' chew it
tation and owned a -big ranch about fifteen miles from got to put
till you kin spit ther color of molasses! Now go ahead, or
Pecos ..
you'll think a freight car an' a bull has both hit yer to onct!"
That was all our hero wanted to know.
He made a move to put the plug in the boy's mouth
He wrote to Biddle at once and told him that he would when,
quick as a flash, it was knocked from his hand!
leave Weston the next day for Pecos, advising him to meet
him at the depot.
Then Wild and his two partners got ready for a hurried departure from Wes ton.
CHAPTER II.
They wore new hunting-suits of buckskin trimmed with
red silk fringe, blue silk shirts, and sombreros of the best
1
OUR FRIENDS ARRIVE AT RUSTLE RANCH,
manufacture.
In their belts they carried a brace of revolvers and a
Young Wild West was not one who could be fooled in
hunting-knife, besides a supply of cartridges, while ·each
had a Winchester repeating rifle slung over his shoulder. any sort of fashion.
Mustang Joe found that out all of a sudden.
A special car was chartered for their horses, for Young
As the boy knocked the plug of tobacco from his hand
Wild West and his partners had ample money at their comhe made a step to the right and caught the man across the
mand, and they never did anything by halves.
left hand:
They had traveled on nearly all the railroads west of face ·with the flat of his me
in seven pieces!" he exclaimed.
"Go ahead and break
the Mississippi, and to some of them they had rendered
"Hurry up! I am anxious to go flying over_ the tele~1raph
valuable service.
on you, you big galoot!
Consequently they had no difficulty in getting the best pole in sections. Get a hustle
"Great gallinippers!" yelled the man. "I'll shoot you
of accommodations.
for that!"
Charlie's wife and Wild and Jim's sweethearts saw them full of holeswon't!
You can't shoot anything. Just drop
"No You
off at the depot, and then the journey to Texas was begun.
head!"
Nothing occurred on the way, and in due time the three that revolver, or off goes the top of your
Young Wild West had covered him instantly.
dashing Westerners arrived' at their destination.
The bystanders had never s_e~n such a quick move before,
At the time of ·which we write Pecos was considerably
and they stood still and looked aghast.
'
less in population than it now is.
"Mr. ·Mustang Joe," said Wild coolly, "if you make one
It also had a full flavor of the natural wildness that has
move to lift that shooter it will be your last on ·earth! ]
so often been credited to the Lone Star State.
When Young Wild West stepped off the car he looked mean what I say!"
There was a deathly silence for the space of a couple o~
around for Buck Biddle, the ranchman.
There were several men loitering about the little depot, seconds and then the fellow let go of the weapon he had
such a hurry.
and any one of them might have been he, as they all wore grabbed in
It fell to the platfonn with a thud, and then a sigh of
top-boots and carried big six-shooters.
to his lips.
Charlie and Jim went to the station agent to see about relief camereckon
you sorter kerflummixed me," he said i
"Boy, I
getting their horses out of the car, and Wild walked up to
a very mild tone of voice. "I reckon you're a tornado fro
the group.
.Slambangtown, an' no mistake. Jest call it square, w·
"Which of you is Buck Biddle?" he asked.

YOUNG WILD WEST AND THE MUSTANGERS.
yer? Yer don't have to git chucked over ther telegraph
pole, either. There ain't a man livin' what could do it,
anyhow, in my opinion. You're ther soonest thing I've seen
on two legs in a m9nth of Sundays. Call it square, pard."
"All right," an~vered Wild, with a laugh. "I am glad
you have got your full senses. I thought you was going to
have a fit ,a little while ago."
"Oh, I ain't no subject to fits," and the man shook his
·
head.
"Well, you don't know what kind of a fit I mean, 1
guess."
"What kind; young feller?"
"A wooden overcoat fit."
"Oh!"
"If you had not stopped when I told you to I would have
made a job for the undertaker."
"I reckon you would have," and Mustang Joe shook his
head solemnly.
The· other men seemed to be as much impressed with the
boy as the big muscular fellow.
"Do yer mind tellin us who yer are?" asked one.
"Certainly I don't mind. My name is Youno: Wild West."
"Great moccasins!" exclaimed Mustang J oe. "I oughter
' knowed that, but I forgot all about it ! I might have
knowed wlrnn you axed fur Buck Biddle that you was
Young Wild West. Why, he sent me over to meet yer!"
"Is that so?" Wild asked, not a little ,surprised.
"Yes, Buck ain't very well to-day, an' he sent me over
to meet yer. 1 might have known it was you. I wished I
had now."
"So you wol'k for Buck Biddle, then?"
"Yes, I'm what they calls ther Boss of ther Broncho
Busters over at Rustle Ranch."
"So Rustle Ranch is the name of Buck Biddle's place,
eh?"
. "Yes, that's ther name he give it."
Wild kept on talking to him in this strain until he heard
Cheyenne Charlie calling him.
"I am going after my horse," he said. "I'll be back in a
few minutes."
"All right," answered Mustang Joe, who now seemed to be
quite at his ease. "Are yer goin' right over to ther ranch?"
"Yes. I don't know as there is any need of stopping
around here," and he looked around at the ~·ather meagre
collection of houses. "It is foui· o'clock in the aftj:!rnoon,
and I understand it is only about fifteen miles to the ranch."
"That's right, sir."
Wild went over to the car and found that Cha;-lie and
Jim had led the horses from it and were saddling them.
The steeds felt rather frisky ~hen they got out on the
ground after their long ride over the rails.
But it made no difference to our friends how frisky they
were.
'l'hey could handle any kind of a steed from a common
workhorse to a wild stallion.
Practice had made them perfect at it.
They mounted and rode around tu where the group of men
we1·e still standing.
More had gathered since Wild left, and they all looked
at hiu1 with interest as he rode up on his sorrel stallion
Spitfii·e.
"I might have known that young feller was. somethin'
out of th.er ordinary," said Mustang Joe to his friends.
"Come on, boys, an' have a drink! It's ther first time you
ever seen me pulled down, an' I don't know as I'm very
much ashamed of it. I'll bet Young Wild West kin make
any one of yer sick in less time than it takes to cock a
Colt's!"
Than he turned to our three friends and called out:
"Come on over to ther ginmill an' licker up afore yer
start fur ther ranch. Ther drinks is on me!"
Wild concluded that it would be best to humor him, so
they turned and rode over to the saloon that was diagonally
across the street.
The men followed.
The biggest part of the saloon was the room u sed for a
bar, and when Mustang Joe ordered the man in charge to
give everybody a dose of "pizen," it rapidly filled up.
"You've got to take ther best in ther house, Young Wild
\Vest," he said, taking our hero by the arm and leading him
to the bar. "It may be, from what I've heard say, that you
might be my boss afore long. Then you'll be ther boss of
ther Boss of ther Broncho Busters, just to think of it!"
"Well, I never d1·ink anything strong, so I'll take a good
cigar r.o smoke as we ride over to the 1·anch," Wild retorted.
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"Never drink anything strong! Why, what d'ye do . when
yer want ter git yer dander up in great shape?"
"I don't never get my dander up in great shape."
"Is that so?"
"Yes, that is so."
"You don't never git mad, then?"
"Well, sometimes I get just a little vexed. A man who
expects to accomplish thing·s shouldn't get mad, you know.
When a person gets real mad he loses judgment."
"Well, I did notice that you didn't seem ter be mad
when yer give me that pull-down over at ther station. Say!
but you're a cool one, an' no mistake! Jed, give this man
half a dozen of them best Mexican cigars you've got! He's
·
a hairpin that's never been bent, he is!"
It was plain that Mustang Joe had taken a great liking
to our hero.
Probably the treatment he had received from the boy was
the best thing that had happened to him in many a day.
He was not a bad fellow at heart, but the fact of his
being so big and strong had made a so1t of bully of him.
Now he fully realized that it was not always safe to try
·
and bulldoze a stranger.
The broncho buster seemed to have plenty of money, for
he paid the bill like 2,' man and then stuffed a good-sized
wad back in his pocket.
Wild always had plenty of money, or drafts on different
banks ·with him, so he. did not hesitate to ask them all to
have cigars.
Few called for whisky instead of the cigars, so it could
1·eadily be seen that he had made quite an impression with
them.
A few minutes later Mustang Joe got his horse, which he
had left at the rear of the saloon, and then, mounting, they
started off for Rustle Ranch.
Wild had not yet introduced Cheyenne Charlie and Jim
Dart, so he now did so.
"I'm awful glad ter know yer!" the broncho buster declared.
As soon as they got out of the town they could see nothing but a rolling prairie ahead of them, with here and
there a small clump of timber which showed up like an
·
oasis on a desert.
They were now riding over the vast grazing grounds of
Texas.
Wild did not offer to question the man about the mustangers.
He thought he would let him broach the subject without
being led to it.
In a few minutes Mustang Joe spoke about the villains
who wel'e making life miserable for the ranch.man.
"There's a very tough gang that scours th.er country in
these here parts," he said.
"Yes ?" answered our hero.
"You bet! There's a regular organized gang what calls
themselves ther mustangers. They're made up of about thet
worst men to be found in Texas, an' they do an awful lot of
stealin'. They won't allow tl1emselves to be took by a sheriff, either."
"Have you ever met any of them?"
"Met any of 'eID'I Well, I should reckon I have! I've had
more scrimmages with that gang than you kin ,count on
your fingers an' toes! But ther worst of it is that tl1ey're
all deadshots, an' it don't pay to git too close to 'em."
"It don't, eh?,,,.,
"Nol" And the broncho buster shook his head.
"Well, I'll be glad to run across that gang."
"You will?" and Mustang Joe looked at hlm questioningly.
"Yes; to tell you the truth, tl1at's what we came down
here for."
"An' you mean to start in an' hunt 'em out of their hole?"
"That's just what we mean to do."
"Well," and he shook his head again, "I reckon you've got
a mighty tough job ahead of yer. Ther leader of · ther
gang is -called Slippery Sim, an' he ain't afraid of nothin'."
"Well, that may be. But I guess we will manage to
tame him down a little if we run across hlm."
Wild spoke with such an air of confidence that the broncho
buster did not try to impress him any further as to how bad
the leader of the mustangers was.
They reached the ranch in about an hour from the time
they started, and found it to be about as the letter from
Buck Biddle had stated.
Everything· seemed to be in good shape, and the herds of1
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of wild bronchos, and stated that his men were breaking
some of them to the saddle.
"You want to see this," he says, "though I s'pose you've
seen sich things before. There's only one man on ther
ranch what kin beat me at handlin' a wild broncho, an' that's
Mustang Joe. He's called ther boss of 'em all in that
·
,
line."
"I reckon you'd better show us how you do it down here
in Texas," observed Cheyenne Charlie.
Then Buck Biddle warmed right up to the subject.
"I feel as fine as a fiddle this mornin'," he said. "I'll jest
show yer somethin' in ther line of ridin' a buckin' broncho,
hanged if I don't! Come on! We'll take a walk over to
ther big pen over there."
Charlie grinned at Wild and Jim as they walked along behind the ranchman.
By his look it was evident that he was quite certain he
could show them nothing new in that line.
They had all been through the mill, to use the time-honored expression.
They came to the pen where the bronchos were in about
five minutes.
Several cowboys had gathered there, among whom was
Mustang Joe.
When the big broncho buster saw them coming, he called
out a cheery good-morning and nodded appreciatingly.
"I'm glad Buck brought yer out here," he observed. "I
reckon we're goin' to have some fun this mornin'. We've
got an ugly brute of a cayuse here what beats anything I
ever seen! I believe he'd hump hisself an' kick ther stars
out of ther sky if he could only reach high enough. There
ain't a man here as is willin' to tackle him."
"ls that so?" spoke up the 1·anchman. "How about you,
.
Joe?"
"Oh, I'm goin' to tackle ther critter, of course. I reckon
if I can't tame him an' keep in ther saddle, there ain't a
man livin' what kin."
"That's right, Joe. I agree with yer."
"But I would like ter have some galoot try him first, jest
ter git him warmed up, yer know."
The cowboys looked on, some with grins, and others with
faces almost devoid of expression; but not one of them
offered to try the broncho.
"By ginger!" exclaimed Buck Biddle. "I'll try him myself, jest to show Young Wild West an' his pards what I
know about ther biz."
"Good! I reckon you might manage him, Buck," and the
Boss of the Broncho Busters looked as though he really
thought so.
Our friends saw that the broncho in question was a very
wicked-looking beast.
But they thought they had seen just as bad.
"Has he hurt any one yet?" our hero asked.
"He liked to kick ther stuffin' out of o'ne man a little
while ago," answered the so-called "boss."
"Well, he won't kick ther stuffin' outer me, 'cause I won't
let him," said t)\e ranchman, getting ready for business.
"Jest catch him an' bring him here an' help me git a saddle
on him. Young Wild West, I'll show yer what bronchobustin' in Texas is!"
"All right, Mr. Biddle. Go ahead! I'm anxious to see
CHAPTER III.
wHat it i~ like."
THE BOSS OF THE BRONCHO BUSTERS.
After a lively time of about five minutes three of the
cowboys got the broncho so they could saddle and bridle
Young Wild West and his partners found that the wife him.
"I don't like the eyes of that brute," said Jim, in a whisof the ranchman was an e1ecellent cook.
She did not appear to be very much educated, as far as per to his companions. "You'll see some fun, mark my
words for it!"
talking went, but she certainly knew how to cook a meal.
"I am sartin of that," retorted the scout .
And they were just in the humor to enjoy something good.
"Lemme git on him now!" cried the ranchman; "an' then
. After the meal was over, Buck Biddle seemed to be in a
everybody stand clear!"
very good humor.
He very quickly placed his foot in the stirrup and vaulted
He talked about his ranch, of course, and showed Wild a
into the saddle.
complete list of everything he owned.
The men let go of the broncho, and then a circus began.
"I won't say anything about a price until you've seen all
The beast did not attempt to run, but confined himself
that's here,• he said.
"All right," an·swered our hero, who was pretty near de-· so1ely to bucking.
"Whoop!" yelled Biddle, and then with an extra effort the
cided to buy the ranch by this time.
He knew what it was worth, about, since he owned a big broncho sent him flying over its head!
He landed in a heap on the ground, and then a suppres-sed
ranch in Wyoming, and had a full account of what ditl'e1·ent
laugh sounded from the cowboys.
things cost.
It was their employer who had got thrown, but he went
They went out and walked around until dark, and then
they settled down to smoke and rest until it was time to go in such a comical way that they could not help laughing.
'v"Vild ran over and assisted the ranchman to his feet, while
to bed.
Charlie, grabbing a lariat from one of the men, very neatly
The next morning our friends were up bright and early.
After breakfast, Diddle told them that he had a fresh' lot caught the broncho .\\S it started to run away,

cattle they had seen grazing as they passed were in good
order.
"Looks all right, don't it, Wild?" said the scout.
"Yes, Charlie. If Buck Biddle simply wants to sell out
on account of the trouble he is having with the mustangers,
he isn't possessed of a Yery large amount of grit."
"I should say not," spoke up Jim.
"Well, Buck seems to have plenty of ~Tit, all right, but
he worries too much over his troubles," said Mustang Joe.
When the ranch-house was reached the four dismounted,
and before they could enter, a man, who looked to be a typical ranchman, came out.
"That's Buck," said the broncho buster. "Here's Young
Wild West an' his pards, Buck!"
"How do yer do, gents!" and the ranchman hastened to
meet them, both hands outstretched.
He shook hands warmly with them, and then invited them
in the house.
"I'm mighty glad you've come," he said. "I've jest made
•1p my mind that I'm goin' to git out of here, 'cause Slippery Sim has sent word to me that if I don't look out he's
goin' to drop me. I reckon I'd better git over into Arizony
an' start in anew. It ain't very nice to be a marked man,
yer know."
"No, that is a fact," answered our hero. "But do you
know what I would do if I received such word from an outlaw?"
"What would yer do-I've heard yer was a right-down
hustler, Young Wild West?"
"I would go on a hunt for the man, and fetch him in dead
or alive!"
"Slippery Sim ain't ther sort as will allow that ter be
done, though."
"Oh, worse men than he is have been caught, I guess."
"That mought be; but I!ve got ter say that I don't believe it."
"Well, never mind," laughed Wild. "Don't think me too
forward if I ask you what you've got for supper. We're a
little hungry, you know."
"Oh, we've got a good spread fur yer! We've got wild
turkey, prairie hens, an' pgrk tenderloins, with plenty of
b'iled onions an' g_rnvy. Hey, there, Marthy! Jest git a
hustle on yer an' git ther supper ready! Young Wild West,
ther great deadshot from Dakoty, is here with his pards!"
"All right, Buck," came the reply from the kitchen. "I'll
be ready fur 'em in fifteen minutes."
The ranchman then led them to the rear, where there was
a basin, plenty of water, soap and towels.
"I reckon you wanter wash up a bit," he said. "Wait an'
I'll see if I kin find a comb that ain't got half ther teeth
broke out. Marthy has got sich a head of hair that she
breaks every comb to pieces as fast as we kin git 'em. I
meant to buy a new one when I went to town to-day to
meet yer, but I was feelin' a little out of sorts an' didn't
go."
They assured him that they carried combs of their own,
and then they got ready for supper.
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Buck Biddle had fallen in such a way that he was pretty
badly bruised.
"I reckon that fall took all ther starch out of me," he said,
as our hero led him over to where Jim was standing. "That
cayuse is a regular Satan, an' I don't believe Joe kin even
ride him."
· "I can't, hey?" retorted Joe. "I never seen ther critter
that I couldn.'t ride yet! Jest wait till I git straddle of
him! He'll find out somethin' then, I reckon."
Young Wild West was now greatly interested in it.
"Go ahead and try your luck, Joe," he said. "You are
the Boss ol' the Broncho Busters, you say, and you certainly
ought to conquer the broncho, or else lose the title."
'·Oh, I'll fix him all right," was the quick reply.
"I
know he's a bad one; but I'm used ter tacklin' bad ones, I
am."
The same three cowboys who had held the beast before
now managed to get the animal quiet temporarily.
Mustang Joe walked up, and after examining- the saddlegirths, placed his toe in the stirrup.
·
"Let him go!" he shouted. "I'm ther boss of this kinder
game, an' don't yer forgit it!"
As the men jumped out of the way the untamed steed
tried the same tactics he had tried on the owner of the
ranch.
If possible, he went at it more viciously than before.
The beast seemed to be as quick as lightning, and it was
a series of kicks and bucks together that he performed.
J\Iustang Joe held on, though the expression on his face
was very much disturbed.
Suddenly the animal made a single leap ahead and then
stopped where it landed.
"There you go!" cried Wild, as the self-styled "boss" flew
over the broncho's head.
Buck Biddle looked aghast, while the rest of the spectators looked amused.
The broncho was certainly a bad one, and was showing
what he could do.
"Wow!" yelled Mustang Joe, as he landed on all fours
and then rolled over. "Catch ther onery critter, boys! I'll
tame him, or break my neck tryin'l"
The broncho was caught quickly enough by the cowboys,
for they stood around with lariats just for that purpose.
"If I don't ride that animal this time," observed the
"boss," as he limped over to where Wild and his partners
were standing, "I'll give up· ther name of ther Boss of ther
Broncho Busters."
"Well, I wouldn't do that, if I were you, until somebody
came along and beat me at the game," retorted our hero.
"Well, I'd jest like ter see ther feller what kin stay on
ther back of that cayuse longer than two minutes! He'd be
a rare curiosity, I reckon."
"You think he would, eh?"
"I sartinly do ."
"Suppose I try him?"
"You! Why, have yer ever done anything in ther line of
bustin' bronchos ?"
"A little."
"An' you want ter tackle that critter there?"
"Yes, I feel just like trying him. I'll try him while you
are getting your arm fixed up. You knocked the skin from
it when you fell just now."
The man looked at his arm and saw that this was true.
"All right," he said. "You kin try it if you want ter.
But I feel sorry fur that nice buckskin suit of yourn."
"Now, don't feel sorry for it, for it is not going to be
mussed in the least."
When Wild said this he spoke as though he meant it.
He now ·walked over to where the men were holding the
broncho, which was kicking, biting and trying hard to get
away.
"Let me see what I can do with him," he said.
As he got hold of the bridle-rein he told the cowboys to
let go.
Then as quick as a flash he leaped into the saddle.
"Get away with you!" he shouted, slapping the animal on
the flank with his hand.
But the broncho was not in the humor to run.
He started in to do the same thing with Wild as he had
done to the others.
But Young Wild West was the toughest proposition that
!Jroncho ever struck.
The more he bucked and kicked, the more the boy seemed
to like it.
'!hen the beast made a leap ahead and stopped.
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But Wild was anticipating the move, and he clung on
like wax.
. "Try something else, you ugly brute!" he exclaimed, slappmg the steed again. "That trick is old. If you expect to
get me off before I get ready, you have got to try something that is brand-new."
The cowboys thoroughly enjoyed the scene.
Their faces 'Yere the pict,ues of admiration as they
watched the danng boy meet every move the obstinate animal made and go him one better.
"He's goin' to conquer him," said one.
"It looks that way," spoke up another.
"Did yer ever see ther like of that?" cried Buck Biddle.
"Joe, me an' you ain't in it with Young Wild West!"
"That's all right," was the reply. "Didn't I hear you
say that he was called ther Prince of ther Saddle or somethin' like that?"
·
'
"Yes, that's what I heard."
"Well, it jest struck me that a prince of ther saddle ought
to know considerable about a horse."
"T~at's so, by jingo! There he goes on a gallop!"
This was true.
Wild had defeated the broncho at every turn, and hence:
the animal concluded to go ahead as fast as he could.
That was just what our hero wanted him to do.
He would run him around till he got hini tired, and then
it would be easy enough to make the broncho understand
that he had a master.
Wild kept him going straight away for two miles ove1
the prairie.
Then he turned without a particle of trouble and rode
back.
"Whoa!" he cried, as he reached the starting point.
·The broncho came to a halt, puffing like a bellows from the
violent exercise it had undergone.
"He isn't such a bad one, after all," our hero said as he
dismounted. "You fellows did not seem to go at him the
right way."
"I reckon we went at him ther 1·ight way, all right, but
we didn't keep it up," retorted Buck Biddle. "You kept it
up, an' you've tamed him. Anybody kin ride ther cayuse
now."
Our hero smiled and shook his head as though he
doubted it.
He had made the broncho fear him, but that didn't say
that he would be afraid of some one else.
"Try him, Mr. Biddle," Wild said.
"I reckon I will," was the reply.
He walked over to make good his words, when suddenly
the animal turned around and kicked at him.
"Whoa!" he shouted.
Then he got hold of the mane and succeeded in getting
on the broncho's back.
With an angry snort the beast squatted and rolled over.
The ranchman managed to get from under him just in
time.
"I'm done!" he declared. "I don't want ter tackle him
ag'in. Young Wild West, you're a wonder!"
"An' it's Young Wild West who is Boss of ther Broncht
Busters now!" added Mustang Joe.

CHAPTER IV.
THE CABIN IN THE WOODS.

Notwithstanding that he turned over the title of the Boss
of the Broncho Busters to Wild, Mustang Joe tackled the
obstinate broncho again.
, Somehow the animal was bad luck ,to him, for he really
was an excellent rider and breaker.
The broncho rolled him off and gave him such a kick in
the stomach that for the space of ten minutes the foreman
of the cowboys could not do a thing but sit on the ground
and gasp and grunt.
"Put ther ornery critter in ther pen," said the ranchman.
"He ain't worth botherin' with."
Young Wild West and his partners smiled as they saw
how willingly the cowboys were to obey.
"Now we'll take a ride around an' have a look at the1
stock," said the ranchman. "I reckon broncho-bustin' ain't
nothin' new to you fellers. I ain't goin' ter try ter show
;.1er anything that's wonderful again, 'cause I jest think it
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would be no use. ·what you ain't seen ain't worth seein', I
reckon."
'l'hey walked ovei· to the stable and our friends soon had
their horses out.
"There's a horse that was much harder to tame than the
broncho I just rode," said our hero, pointing to the sorrel.
"Did you tame him an' break him in?" asked Biddle,
looking at Spitfire admiringly.
"Yes. I happened to come along in time to get a chance
to win him. Cheyenne Charlie had him over at Fort
Bridger, and he found it was such a wild colt that he concluded to put him up to be contested for. He offered ~o
give him to the man who could ride him. One man got ~is
neck broke trying, and some others got hurt. I tackled him
and managed to get the best of him. I soon had him so he
,rnuld do about as I wanted him to, and I tell you there
isn't a horse in the whole world that can beat him, either in
speed or intelligence."
"Well, he looks it. I reckon that's how yer got ther
name of ther Prince of ther Saddle," said Biddle.
"Yes, I believe that was the first I was ever called by
that name. But names don't amount to much, you know."
"Oh, yes they do! When a feller is jest what his name
says he is, he's all right. An' that's your case, an' don't
make no mistake on it!"
Biddle mounted his favorite mustang and then they set
out for a· ride over the cattle range.
They had not gone more than a couple of miles when a
cowboy came riding up to meet them.
He appeared to be greatly excited over something, and
was in very much of a hurry to get to them.
"Ther dickens is ter pay, Buck!" he called out, and
then he brought his foaming horse to a halt. "Ther mustangers has been at work ag'in last night. They split a
herd an' got away with about two hundred head of cattle.
'rher trail is as plain as anything, an' we hadn't no trouble
in findin' it."
"Did you pursue the thieves?" Wild asked.
"No!" answered the cowboy, looking at the boy as though
he thought he must be crazy. "Here, Buck, jest read ther
sign what was tied to a stick an' stuck in ther ground.
Pursue 'em, hey? Well, I reckon not!"
He handed a piece of dirty brown paper to the ranchman
as he spoke, and, spreading it out, the following was disclosed:
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WARNING!
Look out, Buck Biddle!
Your cattle are fine, and we are going to have what we
want of them. All the deputy sheriffs in Texas can't
scare us. If you report this, you· are a dead man!
(Signed)
SLIPPERY SIM.
The face of Biddle turned pale when he deciphered thi s,
while Young Wild We§;t broke into a laugh.
"That fellow acts as though he is one of the wo1·st bluffers
in creation!" he exclaimed. "Mr. Biddle, you just take things
easy now. You needn't bother about reporting this. But
you can bet every dollar that you are worth that myself and
two partners will clean up the mustange1·s."
"What!" gasped the ranchman. "Doyer mean that, Young
Wild West?"
"I never was more serious in my life."
"An' you three are goin' to do it al one ? "
"Oh, I will call on some of your men when the proper
time comes. The first thing to do is to find where this
gang has a headquarters. We will attend to that right
away. There is no need of delaying things, you know. We
are just in the humor for something lively, and I guess it
won't take a great while to locate the mustangers."
The cowboy was amazed when he heard this sort of talk.
"You don't know ,vhat kind of a gang this one is," he
ventured.
"That makes no difference what kind of a gang it is. We
have tackled as bad, I guess, and we always came out on
top, too."
/
The cowboy did not know them, so the ranch.man told him
who they were.
"Well, I've heard some of ther boys speak about yer," he
observed. "But I reckon you've got your hands full if you
tackle Slippery Sim an' his gang."
"All right. You just lead us to the trail where you found
the notice," replied Wild.
"Well, I'll do that, all ' right. Ther rest of ther boys is
up there gittin' ther cattle together."

"I'll go up with yer," observed Biddle, hitting the palm
of his hand to emphasize his words. "If I've got to go under
at ther hands of Slippery Sim, all right!"
A resigned expression had come upon his face, and when
the scout noticed it he laughed.
"You jest keep a stiff upper lip," he said, "an' it will
come out all right. This here Slippery Sim is more of a
bluffer than anything else."
"I hope you're right. But, you see, you don't know :is
much about him as we do."
"I reckon not!" spoke up the cowboy.
The five of them now rode off, and in less than half an
hour they reached the spot where the notice had been
found.
"If you think of buyin' ther ranch, Young Wild West,"
remarked Buck Biddle, "I'd advise yer to let them mustangers alone."
"What good would the ranch be to me if there was n gang
stealing the best of the stock every time they felt disposed
to do it?" answered our hero. "You just wait until this
gang is cleaned out and then maybe you won't be so anxious to sell."
"Well, I'll tell you what I'll do: I'll make over half ther
property to yer if them mustangers is cleaned out in a
week."
"All right. Now wait and see me do it."
Wild was anxious to get after the thieving gang.
And Charlie and Jim were ready to go anywhere with
him; so there was nothing to keep them from going right
ahead.
Our hero learned from the cowboys that the raid had not
occurred much before daylight.
"That means that they are not so very far from here,"
he said.
"I reckon we kin soon catch up to 'em," nodded Charlie.
The men belonging to the ranch were amazed at the cool
manner of our friends.
·
But the fact was that the mustangers had proven to be
such a lucky lot in all they undertook that the men had become afraid of them.
And the chances are that this made them all the rnor~
daring.
Wild and his partners did not tarry long.
They started off, assuring Buck Biddle that they woulu
locate the mustangers and report that night.
They rode pretty hard, right from the start, and ~ le;;s
than two hours they came to a dense woods.
\
The trail led right through this, so they did not hesitat~
to go on.
Wild gave the word, and they brought theh· horses down
to a walk.
"We 1':ill have to be a little careful now," he observed.
!'There 1s no telling just how soon we may run across the
rascals."
"That's right," retorted Jim. "I wonder if they will offer
to put up a fight against us before they know who we
are?"
'·They'll think putty sartin that we've started after 'em,''
said Charlie.
'" 'Nell, we will try and make them think we are strangers
in this part of the country, and that we were looking fo,·
Rustle Ranch and got lost."
"Th~t's it!"
The woods was not more than a couple of miles in extent.
About halfway through they suddenly came to a clearing
which had a long, low building built of logs in the center
of it.
It was strongly built, and had the appearance of an old-fashioned blockhouse.
Right in front of it and running in a direction that
crossed the trail they had been following, Wild saw a wellbeaten road.
"We'll see what is here," he observed, as he led the way
straight to the front of the log cabin.
Just then an old hag of a woman came out.
She looked over the three riders from head to foot, and
then she blurted out:
"What's wantin', strange1is ?"
"Can you tell us where Rustle Ranch is?" Wild answered.
"What are yer goin' there fur?"
"Well, we are thinking of buying a ranch in this part of
the country, a:pd as we heard that one was for sale, we
thought we would have a look at it."
"Well, Rustle Ranch is a long ride from here-about a
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hundred miles, I reckon. You couldn't find it to-day, nohow."
As she uttered this lie, a rather handsome-looking man of
thirty came out.
He was attired in the costume of a borderman, and there
was a peculiar smile on his face as he walked up to our
three friends.
"Looking for Rustle Ranch, did yer say?" he remarked.
"Well, that is quite a long distance, as my mother just told
you. How is it that you are around in these parts so early
·
in the morning?"
"Well, it was twelve o'clock last night when we started
from Pecos to find the ranch. We were told it was only
fifteen miles from there, and we thought we could get there
in an hour. We must have lost the right trail."
"I guess you must have," and he laughed outright. "So
you've been foolin' around since that time, eh?"
"Yes."
"Must be hungry, then. Come in and we'll fix up something nice for you to eat."
"Oh, we brought some sandwiches with us, and we ate
them about an hour ago. However, if you have any fresh
buttermilk, we might take some. We have the money to
pay for it."
Wild made up his mind that he was talking to a villain,
and a shrewd one at that.
He had an idea that something might be learned by accepting his offer of hospitality, so he dismounted.
Charlie and Jim followed suit, as a matter of course.
A grunt of satisfaction came from the old woman, and,
turning to her son, she said:
"We ain't got no buttermilk for 'em, but they kin have
some good fresh milk what's jest been milked this mornin'."
"That will do all right," spoke up Wild.
"Come right in," said the man.
Leaving the bridles hanging over their horses' heads so
they would not stray, they followed the man and the hag,
into the house.
It was a very roomy buildfog, as they could see when they
got into the part that' was used as a kitchen.
The old woman got three cups, and then brought out a
pan of milk.
"Help yourselves," she said.
They each took a drink of the milk, for they knew it was
good.
As Wild placed his empty cup on the table, he happened to
glance out of the window.
Then he saw something that he hardly expected to see.
Three rough-looking men were leading their horses away!
As quick as a flash he leaped to the door.
"Let the horses be!" he called out.
The men paused.
Then one of them whipped out his revolver.'
"Git back in ther house!" he cried. "Git back there, I
say!"
Instead of obeying, our hero leaped through the doorway.
Then the door slammed to and the man fired at him.
The bullet whizzed past his head and lodged in one of the
logs the house was constructed of.
Crack!
It was Young Wild West who fired this time.
Down went the villain who had tried to kill him.
"Come on, Charlie and Jim!" he cried. "We have got
into a den of thieves, I guess."
'But Charlie and Jim did not obey.
The sounds of a struggle could be heard going on inside,
and then the boy knew that they had been caught.
The other two men had let go the bridles of the horses
and were retreating to the corner of the house. ·
"There is going to be a much hotter time than I expected," thought our hero.
CHAPTER V.
A DESPERATE GAME.

Young Wild West fully realized that a great peril confronted him.
But never for an instant di<l he lose his natural co,olness.
Just what h::id happened to Charlie and Jim he did not
know, but one thing was certain, and that was that they
were inside the house.
Wild saw three big t1·ees in a close group a few yards
from the house, and he promptly made a dash for them.
Just as he reached them the door opened and half a
dozen shots rang out.
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The bullets whistled all around him, some of them finding
a lodgment in the trunks of the trees, but none hitting him:
Glancing at the doorway, he saw that the room he had
·
just left was nearly filled with men.
"Ah!" he thought. "I guess w-ame upon the mustangers, all right; but not exactly the way we wanted to find
·
them, though!"
Crack! Crack!-crack!-crack!
Another volley· was fired at him from the door of the log
h ouse.
Wild thought it about time he answered the shots.
He threw his rifle to his shoulder and took a quick aim.
Crack !
As the report rang out, one of the villains staggered forward and fell to the ground in front of the door.
"If you felfows want me, come on out and get me!" he
cried. "I'll guarantee that there are not enough in that
house to take me, though. You take my advice and let my
partners out, for if you don't every one of ,You will go down!
I mean business!"
There was no answer to this, but it was plain that none
of them was going to take the risk of coming out just then.
Already two of their number had gone under, and they
didn't want to go that way, too.
Young Wild West was now in good trlm for fighting.
He knew he was up against a hard proposition, and he was
also aware that all his courage and coolness were needed.
He kept an eye on the corner of the shanty the two men
had disappeared around, as well as the door.
They were not going to flank him, not if he could help it.
His horse, as well as those of Charlie and Jim, were
standing where the villains · had left them, and when our
hero looked at them he was fearful that they might try to
wreak vengeance on him by shooting them.
There was an awful lot at stake, but never once did he
lose his coolness and daring.
There was a chance for him to get away fropi. the place,
as he had trained his horse to come at his call; but such a
thing as leaving without Charlie and Jim never once occurred to him.
He was going to stick it out, even if he was compelled to
shoot down every villain who opposed him.
There was a silence of perhaps five minutes, and then the
door of the house opened and out came the old woman.
She walked right toward the trees behind which the boy
was shielding his form.
She came in a fearless manner, too.
"What do you want?" called out Wild. "Don't come too
near, or I may take it in my head to shoot you."
He knew quite well that there was as much to be feared
from h~r as any of the men just then.
"I want to talk to you," replied the hag, coming to a halt.
' 1Well, go ahead and talk."
"Sim says that if you surrender, you an' ther other two
spies won't be hurt."
"Who is Sim??"
"i,y ou don't mean to say that you don't know who Slippery
Sim is?"
"I must say that I do not. I never met him if I knew it.
What is he, anyhow?:'
"Well, Slippery Sim is my boy, an' I'm proud to own
him, 'cause he's ther boldest an' best fighter what ever lived
in this here State of Texas!"
"Is he responsible for what has happened to us?"
"I reckon he is," and the hag came a little nearer.
"Stay where you are!" said Wild sternly. · "You are a
woman but at the first act of treachery shown by you, I
will kiil you as I would a snarling wolf!"
This caused her to shrink back a pace.
"You don't mean that, an' you · know it!" she exclaimed.
.
.
putting on a bole. air.
"Try it, and see whether I mean 1t or not. Now I will tell
you what to do: Go back to t~e house. an~ tell your son to
let my two friends go. Tell h1m that 1f either of them are
harmed he will find that he has got more than the sheriffs
and deputies after him. If he don't let them go, he wiU die
before twenty-four hours, just as sure as you are standing
there!"
The hag looked at him queerly.
The tone of voice he spoke in was so impressive that she
was startled.
"Do as I say!" he went on. "Don't make any mistake,
now!"
She turned around and then hurried back to the house.
The door opened for her, and she passed inside.
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Wild waited to see what the next move would be.
He was very anxious about Charlie and Jim.
Pretty soon the old woman came out agai n.
"If you don't surrender," she cried, "they're goin' to cut
off ther heads of your pardners an' chuck 'em out so yer
kin see 'em!"
Our hero's face paled slightly.
From what he had heard the ranchman and the cowboys
say, the mustangers were a very bad lot.
But were they bad enough to do what the hag said they
would?
It hardly seemed possible.
Yet they had done their best to shoot Wild, and he had
dropped two of their number in self-defense.
He gi-ew desperate.
·
Then a sudden thought struck him.
"Come here!" he said. "I will write something on paper
for you to give Slippery Sim."
He produced the paper and pencil as he spoke, and after
hesitating for a moment she started toward the trees.
Wild pretended that he waFl writing something, but he
was merely · scribbling on the paper.
He did not intend to send a note into the house.
The hag came up close to him and waited .
"Here!" exclaimed Wild. "Just take that in and let them
read it."
As she reached to take the paper, he grabbed her by the
wrist and pulled her behind the trees.
She let out a scream like that of an angry wildcat, but
it did no good.
A sudden twist brought her to her knees, and there she
was, helpless as a babe.
Young Wild West did not like to handle a woman roughly.
But in this case it was necessary.
The hag was nothing more than a human fie nd, it seemed.
· She was one of the kind who could gloat over the sufferings of another and laugh when an enemy was killed.
"Take my advice and behave yourself now!" exclaimed
our hero, as he quickly wound a piece of twine he had in
his pocket about her and pinioned her arms to her sides. I
am desperate now, and if my friends die, so will you!"
"Let me go!" she cried. "I ain't done nothin' to yer."
"I know you haven't, and I don't intend that you shall
have the chance to, either."
"Let me go back to ther house. I'll git 'em to set your
pardners free."
"They must be set free before you ever go back to the
house alive, you she-fiend!" he answered. "If they are not
liberated inside of three minutes, I am going to shoot you!"
"Oh, oh! Help me, Sim! He's goin' to shoot me if you
don't let them two fellers go!"
Her voice was loud and piercing and easily reached t he
ears of those in the house.
Crack!
A shot was fired from the window and the bullet made a
brown mark on the shoulder of our hero's buckskin coat.
He had exposed himself unknowingly for a second or
two, ancL one of the villains had taken a chance shot at
him.
"Stand up!" commanded Wild. "Stand up, or I will shoot
you, anyhow!"
She immelliately stayed in a standing position as he lifted
her up.
The hag was now mortally afraid of the boy.
"Let ther two fellers go, Sim!" she shrieked. "Let 'em
go, or your poor old mother will be killed! He means ter
do it-I kin tell by his eyes!"
Wild kept his revolver leveled at the woman, acting as
though he really meant to carry out his threat.
But of course he did not mean it.
He would not have shot a man in a helpless condition,
much less a \\'Oman.
He saw his scheme was working, however, and he meant
to carry it through to the limit. ,
In about a minute from the time the hag screamed to her
son to let Charlie and Jim go, the door opened.
Then it was that a thrill shot through Young Wild West.
His partners stepped out!
He did not say a word to them, but nodded his head in
the direct~on or the horses.
Charlie and Jim understood.
They quickly made for tl:e animal~, and, mounting their
own, one of ~hem took the bridle-rein of Spitfire and led
him to t he three trees.
The villains did not as much as show Lhcmsclves, but it

was more than probable that they were watching from the
window.
Wild now cut the rope that bound the old woman, and,
taking her gently by th,e arm, turned her toward the house.
"Stand right there!" he said. "Wait until you hear the
clatter of our horses' hoofs, 11-nd then go to the house. Your
life has been saved, and you ought to be thankful for it."
She made no reply, but stood stock-still.
Our hero got upon the back of the sorrel in a jiffy.
Then the three rode off on the back track as fast as their
steeds could go.
Wild turned and saw the hag hurrying for the house.
At the same time he saw half a d6zen men come out.
He expected they would shoot, but they did not, and the
next minute a clump of trees hid them from view.
"Gee whiz!" exclaimed Cheyenne Charlie. "That was a
close shave, Wild! I reckon that gang is one of ther worst
we ever struck. Why, they was talkin' of takin' us out in
ther woods an' buryin' us alive in quick-lime! What do you
think about that?"
"They ceJ.Otainly must be about as bad as any we have met,
if that is the case," was the reply.
"I thought we were surely gone," said Jim Dart, shaking
his head. "You had no sooner stepped to the door when a
crowd of men came pouring out of the other room. They
sprang on us before we hardl y knew what was up, and then
they easily made us prisoners. We thought they had you
when we heard the shots from the outside."
"Oh, they meant me, all right, but they didn't get me,"
retorted Wild, smiling at his companions. "It was a desperate game that I worked, but it was about the only thing
that would go, I guess."
"Yes; the scoundrels raved and swore at a fearful rate
when they saw you make a prisoner of the old woman. The
leader turned as pale as a ghost, and really believed that
you meant to kill her. He was glad enough to set us free
when she shouted to them. Her voice sounded like some one
who was on the ve,ry verge of death giving a last appeal
for aid."
"Well, I don't blame the cowboys fdr being afraid of the
mustangers, for they certainly are a bloodthirsty lot. But,
just the same, since we have tackled the job, we must finish
it and clean them out."
"That's jest what's ther matter!" exclaimed Cheyenne
Charlie.
"Oh, of course we will stick to them now," added Jim.
When they had covered about two miles, Wild brought his
horse to a halt and his companions immediately followed
suit.
"I'm going to see if any one is pursuing us," he said .
He quickly climbed a convenient tree, and when near the
top he found ·he had a good view of the · country they had
been riding over.
·
One quick, fleeting glance showed him a solitary horseman
riding along over the trail.
It was Slippery Sim, too, for he could recognize him by
the rather graceful way he sat in the saddle.
Wild came down the tree in a hurry.
"Get your horses in the bushe !" he exclaimed, in a low
tone. '"l11e leader of the mustangers is following us. I am
going to give him a surprise."
"ls he very close?" Jim asked, as he hurriedly got away
from the trail and dismoun ted .
"Yes; he. will be here in less than two minutes."
Wild now mounted the sorrel and held him close to the
trai l just behind a fringe of bushes.

CHAPTER VI.
SLIPPERY SIM SHOWS HOW SLIPPERY' HE IS.

In less than a minute the clatter of hoofs could be heard.
Young Wild \.Vest smiled grimly.
" ow I will see what sort of stuff the leader of. the mustangers is made of," he thought.
He soon caught sight of the horse and rider, but not
until the:V were within' ten yards of him did he cause Spitfire to spring out upon the trail.
.
"Halt!" he cried, in a ringing voice. "Hold up your hands,
Sli ppery Sim, or you are a dead man!"
The dashing-looking outlaw pulled in his steed as if by
magic.
"v\1hoa!" he cried. "What have we h ere?"
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The cold muzzle of a revolver was staring him right in
the face, but he did not seem to be more than ordinarily
surprised.
As the horse cam e to a stop his hand slid to his belt.
"Hold up your hands, or you are a dead man!" repeated
Wild.
There was no mistaking the tones of his voice, and Slippery Sim's face turned pale.
·
Up went his hands! .
"Ah! that is something like it," went on our hero. "You
don't know how close you were to death, sir."
"Who are you, anyway?" gasped the man, his eyes flashing and his lips twitching as though his nerves were on a
quiver.
"I am the fellow you could not get a little while ago,"
repliPd Wild coolly.
"I know that; but tell me who you are, young fellow!"
"Well, if it will do you any good to know, I'll tell you. I
am Young Wild West!"
"I never heard of you."
"Well, that makes no difference."
"What do you want with me, now that you have held
me up?"
"What do I want with you! Why, haven't you any idea
what I want with you?"
"Not the least."
"Well, I'll tell you, then: I am going to take you to
Pecos to be hanged."
"Ah!"
"That is what I am going to do, Mr. SUppery Sim."
"Many have tl"ied that, but none have succeeded, my
young fri end."
There was a deep tinge of sarcasm in the man's voice
now.
He had got back to his natural state of coolness, it
seemed.
"Boys, come and tie this fellow up. We haven't a great
deal of time to lose. Our dinner will be a late one if we
fool around here much longer."
Just at the very instant Charlie and 'Jim appeared, Slippery Sim uttered a yell of defiance and plunged the spurs
deep into the flanks of his horse.
At the same instant he gave a sharp dig with his knee on
the animal's right side.
The result was that the horse bounded off like a shot
into the bushes at the side· of .the trail.
As quick as Young Wild West was to comprehend things,
this was· entirely unexpected to him.
Both horse and rider were out of sight before he could
fire, and as he always made ii a point never to shoot until
he had the object covered, he refrained from doing so now.
But both Charlie and Jim fired at the bushes where they
,
had· last seen the villain.
The quickening oun<ls of the hoofbeats told them that
they had missed. however, and with Wild in the lead they
started in pursuit.
The woods were very thick right there, and the first
thing Wild knew he was swept from the saddle by an overhanging limb.
"Go on, boys!" he cried, as he scrambled to his feet. "I'll
follow you!"
"Good enough!" answered the scout. "Let yourself go,
Jim!"
Spitfire had gone on a few yards before stopping, and by
the time Wild had caught him and mounted, both Slippery
Sim and Charlie and Jim were out of sight.
Young Wild West was not a little put out at the turn of
affair .
H e really thought he had the leader of the mustangers
dead to rights when he called for his partners to come out
and make him a prisoner.
But t he man proved to be one of those who was willing to
take any kind of a chance, and he had got away.
And somehow it struck our hero as he rode on the trail
tfirough the woods that Slippery Sim was going to prove
tl'Ue to his. name and get away.
He rode on for fully half a mile before he came in sight
of hi s two partner s, and when he did he saw them at a halt
and in the act of dismounting.
Then he heard the sounds made by a runnirg horse on
the right, and, casting a glance in that direction, he was
just able to see the steed the leader of the mustangers had
been riding.
Rut it was u,ithon!:
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"What's the ma!ter, boys?" he called out, as he rode up
and brought the sorrel to a stop.
Charlie and Jim stood at the brink of a chasm which
was fully twenty-five feet wide.
"Ther measly coyote got off his horse here an' then got
across on a fallen tree, an' as soon as he done it he managed
to send ther tree down," answered Charlie, in a tone of disgust.
Wild quickly cdmprehended the situation.
He saw that Slippery Sim had got the best of them.
"Too bad, boys!" he exclaimed. "I suppose there is no
use now. By the time we find a place to cross, he will be
back to his gang, most likely. We will go on to the ranch."
It did not take him long to make up his mind to this.
Charlie and Jim quickly mounted their horses.
They knew as well as Wild did that it was useless to try
and recapture the villain.
They all started back for the trail, and, reaching it, set
out on a swift gallop.
When they reached the prairie. they simply looked behind
them to see if any one was pursuing them, and, finding that
there was not, they continued on.
In about half an hour they came upon four cowboys, who
were driving back a remnant of the herd that had been
scattered the night before.
The men were strangers to Wild and his partners, though
they had heard of the arrival of the three at the ranch.
"Seen anything of Mustang Joe?" Wild asked them.
"Not this mornin'," replied one of them. "But I reckon
he heard what happened last night."
"Oh, he heard that all right! We have just been hunting
for the mustangers."
"Huntin' fur 'em!" And the cowbo~ looked surprised.
"Yes; and we found them, too."
"Yer did?" queried one.
"Yes, we know just where they are located. We are going back to the ranch and get Buck Biddle to let us have
about ten of his best men, and then we'll go back and clean
out the gang."
"Yer didn't see Slippery Sim, did yer?"
"Yes, we saw him, and his mother and the rest of the
gang, too."
The four had heard about the old hag, and they looked at
each other more surprised than ever.
"What did they say to yer when you seen 'em?" ventured
one of the cowboys.
"Oh, they said a whole lot! They wanted to kill us, but we
wouldn't let them."
Our three friends rode on, leaving the four men staring
at them blankly.
When they finally arrived at the ranch, Buck Biddle and
Mustang Joe came out to meet them.
"Well, I see yer got back alive," observed the ranchman.
"Oh, we got back alive, all right, but it wasn't the fault
of the mustangers, though," our hero answered.
"Did yer see any of 'em?" asked the self-styled boss of
the broncho busters.
"About all of them, I guess."
"What!" cried the two men in a breath.
Then Wild told them just what had happened.
"Well, I reckon you fellers beat anything I ever heercl
tell of!" cried Buck Biddle. "I know you're tellin' facts, but
it gits me, it does!"
' "Well, they are a very bad lot, but I hardly think it is
going to be such a hard matter to break up the gang, for
all that."
"Young Wild West, yer kin jest count on me!" exclaimed
Mustang Joe. "I reckon that all's wanted is a good leader,
an' you're just ther right one."
"Then you will make one of a party to go antl hunt down
the gang?"
"Yes! Count on me, I said, an' I mean it, too."
Buck Biddle shook his head.
"I reckon I think too much of ther old woman to go an'
chuck my life away any kinder fashion," he remarked.
Young Wild West smiled.
"All right, Mr. Biddle," he said. "I wouldn't want to
force you into a thing of this kind. But let me tell you
something! Slippery Sim is no more than human, and his
men are simply a collection of the worst to be found in all
Texas. They can't fight any better than anybody else; they
simply take all sorts of chances and win out principally by
bluff, I'll bet!"
"I'll stick to yer, Young Wild West!" exclaim~d Mustang
Joe. "I never was a coward, nohow, but it has been a sort
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of feelin' around here t11at Slippery Slm wasn't safe ter
tackle, unless a man had a gang of soldiers with a gatling
gun or two at his back."
"Well, just do away with that feeling," said Wild, smiling
at the broncho buster. "I'll admit that the leader of the
mustangers is a very slippery fellow. He certainly got away
from me in great shape. But just wait until I get in front
of him again. I'll show you that he is nothing more than
mortal, and a common mortal at that."·
"An' don't you make no mistake on that!" added Cheyenne Charlie.
"Well, I reckon you fellers had better have somethin' 'to
eat," remarked the ranchman. "You must be sorter hungry."
"We can eat a little, I guess," answered Jim Dart. "All
we've had since breakfast is a drink of milk that Slippery
Sim's mother gave us."
They went inside and were soon seated before a good
meal.
When it was through with, Wild went oht and round
Mustang Joe. .
"Say, you Boss of the Broncho Busters," he ~aid, "if you
are still in the notion to go · with us and hunt out the
mustangers, just go and pick out n.ine more men from the
cowboys who know how to shoot and who possess plenty of
grit. Have them to show up here just before dark."
"AU right, Young Wild West, I'll do that. But, see here !
I don't want Yer to call, me ther boRI" of ther broncho busters
any more, 'cause I ain't. You're ther boss of 'em all, an'
you know it."
"Well, never mind about that."
"But I do mind about it. I'm takin' pains to tell all my
friends that I've lost ther title to you. Right is right, you
know."
''Well, I don't belong in this part of the country, though."
"But ther chances are that you will. It are more'n likely
that you'll buy ther ranch."
"Well, I don't know about that. Anyhow, I want you to
ca11 yourself the Boss of the Broncho Busters."
"What's ther use?"
"Well, you go ahead and do it."
"I will if you'q teach .me ther way you managed that
cayuse yiste1'day.'
"I will do that just as soon as we are through with the
rnustangers."
"Good enough! Young Wild West, you'J"e ther whitest
piece of goods what ever straddled horseflesh. Say, come
over here a minute; I want to tell yer somethin' that I <lon't
want anybody else to hear."
Wild went over with him.
"You see," resumed Mustang Joe, "it's this way. Ther
missus has got a sister what ain't more'n twenty years old,
an' she's · due to arrive here from El Paso eit!tr to-morrer
or next day. Now ther facL is that I want a wife, an' it
sorter stru(!k _me t~at Annie Mott, which i~ th~t· sistel' to
the1· boss's wife, might make me a good side pa1tner fur
life."
"Wl1y, it is quite likely that she would."
"She ain't got no one payin' attention to her, so Mrs.
Biddle says, an' if Pm let alone I might be able to git her
to take a notion to me."
"Well, wliat have I _got to do with this?" Wild asked,
"A good deal."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, . confound it! I want to know if you'll agree nor
t~r make sheep's eyes, at ther gal when she gits here, an'
git your pards to keep their hands off, too!"
"I certainly will agree to that. I have a sweetheart
home in Weston, and so has Jim. Charlie has a wife there,
arid you can bet all you are worth that he'll never so much ·
as speak to another woman, UI_Jless it is necessary. Don't
you worry about us, Joe. You Just go ahead and make love
to the girl when she comes. If I can do anything to hel_p you
out, you can rest assured that I will."
"Jerusalem !" cried the broncho buster. '9l'hat's what I
calls great ! Young Wild West, I think more of you than
ever!"

Wild and his partners were inside, and when they heard
that the cowboys were ready they came out.
Their horses were there, saddled and bridled, so there was
nothing to delay them from making a start.
/
Our hero looked the men over critically,
"I guess you fellows will do," he said, giving a nod of
approval. · "There is nothing that looks like the white feather
in any of you."
"Well, we told Joe we'd stick by yer, Young Wild West, so
yer kin jest bet yer last dollar that we will!" said one of
them. "It st1·ikes us, from what we've .heard, that you an'
your partners is ther ones ter put ther finishiu' touches to
Slippery Sim an' his gang, an' we wanter help yer.''
"All right. That is all I want to hear you say. Nerve
is the main thing just now; the more nerve you have and
show, the less fighting you will have to do."
The dashing young deadshot swung himself into the saddle, and Charlie and Jim followed suit.
Then they started off over the prairie in the gathering
•
darkness.
The ten men, including the broncho buster, were certainly
a likely-looking lot.
They were all well armed, and there was no question. but
that they were ready to put-up the fight of their lives.
The stars were coming out as they headed for the timber
in the distance, and long before they rea<;hed it darkness
reigned supreme.
Young Wild West knew he had a tough job ahead of him.
But he was not the least doubtful of success.
"We will ride right direct to the log house," he said to
his partners and the cowboys. "If they attack us, a,11 right.''
"I reckon we'll take our chances on it," answered Cheyenne Charlie.
"We will bring our horses down to a ,valk and not make
any more noi se than we possibly can till we can get to
within hearing of the house, though.''
"Sartin!"
The woods was reached, and then the ride through it
began.
Presently Wild gave the word, and the horses all came
.
down to a walk.
Iu this way they at length came in sight of the log house.
There was a solitary light burning near the window in
the kitchen, and everything was still about the place.
"Looks as though they might have skipped out," remarked
.
Mustang Joe, in a whispe1·.
"Yes, it looks that way," answere ! Wild. "It looked that
way when we arrived here this morning, but we soon found
out different. I'll tell you what we will do now: · You all
stay back here under cover of the t rees and I'll take a look
around and see how the Janel lies."
"Jest as you say."
If the mustangers did not have any one outside on the
wati,;h, it was quite possible that the presence of our fdends
in the vicinity was not known.
But if they were on the watch, which Wild thought they
·
most surely would be, it would be difi'e1·ent.
"Keep a sharp lookout, Charlie," Wild whispered. "Don't
recognize the approach of any one unl ess you hea1· the hoot
of an owl twice."
"All right!" was the reply.
Our hero had dismounted almost as soon as they came to
a halt, and he now started off in the darkness,
He proceeded in a circle, i:;o he ·would be able to get
around to the rear of the building without running the
risk of being seen.
Young Wild West had scouted around many an Indian
camp, and he was just as cautious on this occasion as though
it was a camp of hostile Apaches he was near.
He worked his way around until finally he came in view
of a window, which was at the other side and almost in
range of the one they had first seen the light shining
tfl.l'ough.
There were other windows in the roughly constructed log
building, but these were the only two from which a light

.
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Wild found that a majority of the others were covered
by heavy shutters, and this could easily account for no light
coming from them.
CHAPTER VIL
Instead of making his way close to the window that the
WILD IN A BAD BOX.
lig;ht shone from, he moved up close to the house and got
Mustang Joe had no great difficulty in finding nine cow- close to one of the windows that was cov.e red by the shut'boys who were willing to foll6w Youn~ Wild West to the ters.
He got his ear close to one of them and list
headquarters of the mustangers, and Just before dark he
Not a ,;ound came from within.
l'ode up to the ranch-house at their head.

.,, ,.
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He remained there for perhaps the space of three minutes, and then he moved along to the next window.
He had barely reached 'it when a scraping sound came to
his ears, and the next instant the shutters were flung open.
The daring boy dropped to the ground close to the foundation of the house.
1
Then there was a thud near him, and he saw that a man
had dropped out of the window.
So near Wild were the man's feet that he could easily
have seized them and upset him.
But he did not want to do this so long as he was not
discovered.
_ The man paused long enough to push the shutters partly
to, and then he stole off in the darkness.
At fi~t Wild was going to follow him, but a second
thought caused him to stay where he was.
The interior of the log house had a strange fascination
for him just then.
It was the home of the leader of the mustangers, and
that was enough to make him have the desire to get inside,
since the opportunity had come to him.
Wild waited until the footsteps of the man had died out
in the distance, and then arose and placed his hands upon
the shutters.
He pulled them gently open.
· "Charlie and Jim will take care of that fellow, if he gets
around where they are," he thought, as he took hold of the
window-sill, which was about four feet from the ground.
"I'll just go inside and see what is going on there."
The window was raised, as he found out the moment he
opened the shutters, and it was dark in the room.
Added to this, there was not a sound coming from it,
though when he listened he could hear the hum of voices
from some part of the house.
For such an athlete as Young Wild West was it was an
easy matter for him to spring up noiselessly and get through
the open window.
This done, he paused and listened.
He was very careful to step upon the floor as lightly as
possible, knowing well that the least jar might betray his
presence.
For the space of several seconds he remained silent.
From somewhere the low hum of voices came.
It did not take Wild long to realize that the voices were
beneath him.
There was a cellar to the house.
That was quite certain.
But to look at it from the outside, no one would dream
of there being a ce.llar beneath it.
It had all the appearance of being built right on top of
the ground, as log cabins usuall y are.
Young Wild West was not surprised, though.
He knew the house was a headquarters of the mustangers,
and ,,·hat would be more natural than the cellar for a hiding-place for them?
He got down upon his bands and knees and began moving
along. keeping close to a partition.
Wild wanted to learn all he could before he left the house.
As he got closer to the front of the house, the sounds of
the voices became plainer.
He concluded to get all the way ovel' t o the front.
He moved along silently, but with consiclerable sp"ed, for
all that.
Sudrlenly his hands touched nothing as he reached out to
bear his weight upon them.
'T'hen there was a scrambling sound, followed by a crash.
Young Wild West ha:d disappeared!
As he ha<l be<>n moving at the time his hands toucherl
nothing but empty air, the impetus and <lrop, at the same
time, had let him <lo\\·n before he knew it.
He tried ha1·cl to keep from fa ll ing-, but it "·as no use,
an<l down he went, f-triking a short flight of roughly made
step!-.
Crash! Bang!
One of the -Steps must have been in a bad ,ni.y, for it
broke an<l down went the boy to the bot.tom of thf' flight.
Wild had hardly landed when there was the creaking- of
a door somewhere, and then a flood of light from a bull's-eye
lantern was thrown upon him!
The boy was upon his feet in a twinkling.
"Them ·rotten steps will break i5omebody's neck yet!" a
voice exclaimed.
"That's right," retorted Vvilrl, changing his voice.
"Didn't hurt yerself, did yer ?" went on the man who had
~poken.

"Not much.•
"What did yer come back so quick turT•
"I forgot something."
As he said this, our hero started up the steps.
"Wait a minute! Ther cap'n wants yerl"
Wild paid no attention.
Then the man must have got a good view of him, for with
an oath he sprang forward and seized the boy by the legs.
Crash! Jingle!
Wild kicked the lantern from his hand and out went the
light.
But the villain hung on, though, and he- was pulled down
in spite_ of anything he could do.
"Help !" cried the man.
The next instant the little square room that the stairi.
came down into was filled mth men.
Young Wild West was overpowered in a jiffy and carried
into the main cellar that was under the house.
"Aha!" exclaimed the voice of Slippery Sim, which Wild
could not help recognizing. "So it is Young Wild West, is
it? Well, this is wonderful! I hardly thought he would
come here to pay us a visit, boys, but, since he has, I am
more than glad. Just put him on the/ table and tie him hard
and fast, too."
As though he was nothing more than a bag of rags, Wild
was thrown upon a table that was made of rough boards.
Then while some of the villains held him upon his back,
others bound him to the table.
•
Ropes were placed about his wrists and his arms were
stretched out and down over the edges of the table and tied
under it.
Then a rope was looped about his neck and drawn under,
the table until it reached his feet at the other end.
Then it was firmly tied about his ankles.
Young Wild West was surely in a bad box!
nut ~ll this time he had not offered to. make an o_utcrr,J
and this kept the mustangers from placmg a gag 1n his
mouth.
"We want to fix him so there is no possible chance for
him to get loose," said Slippery Sim. "It is such a pleasant
surprise to get hold of him that we must keep him a while.
It will take me some time to think of a way to dispose o-f
him. Young Wild West is no common, ordinary mortal,
boys. He is about the greatest proposition I have been
against since we have been in the business. He harrl.ly
knows what fear is, I guess. Just see how he acted this
morning when we had his two partners in the house and he
was outdoors behind the trees. Nothing but the greatest
coolness and darin~ carried him through. Boys, I guess he
came here to break up the mustangers. But if he did, he
,vill never do it!"
"No, no!" came from the villains.
"I wonder where his two partners is ? " spoke up one o:f
them.
"Not far away, you can bet!" said Slippery Sim. "But
you can be sure that there ain't none of the cowboys with
them. They know us too well to come around here!"
"Well, this feller an' his pards oughter found out that it
wasn't safe to come around here, too," ventured another of
the gang.
"Oh, they are of the inquisitive sbrt. Nothing will satisfy
them until they know the whole thing--or else go under!"
And the captain of the band chuckled.
There were about fifteen men in the cellar, as Wild could
see by sip,ply turning his eyes about.
one of them wa masked, so their faces could be seen
0~~~
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Ugly-looking -faces they were, fol' the most part, Slippery
~im being- the best-looking in the bunch.
"He must have seen Dick go out, an' that's how he got
in," observed one.
"Oh, that you can be sure of," nodrle<l the leader. "A
couple of you had better go up and be on the lookout for his
partners. It ma~, be that they have got hold of Dick."
Two volunteered, M Slippery Sim told them to go ahead.
Then he stepper! np to our hero anrl exclaimed :
"Young Wild West, you will never i:ec another sunrise!"
CHAPTER VIII.
CHARLIE FINDS WHERE WILD IS.

Wild had not been gone more than ten minutes when
Cheyenne Charlie thought he heard a footfall.
He listened, and then he became convinced that he had
;,,uade no mistake.

,,
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He heard another sound that was unmistakably that of a
man or beast. stepping over the ground.
Jim Dart heard it, too.
Charlie touched Jim and Mustang· Joe on their arms and
motioned them to remain perfectly silent.
Then he started softly in the direction the sounds had
come from.
The scout was moving with no noise at all, showing that
he was better acquainted with that sort of work than the
person he had heard.
He paused when we was about a dozen feet from the
group of cowboys, and then he heard the sounds again.
It was not a footfall he heard this time, but the noise
made by some one creeping through the shrubbery.
Charlie did not hesitate.
He started straight for the spot where the sounds came
from.
He was sure it was not Wild coming back.
And that meant that it must surely be an enemy.
When he had covered another dozen feet he heard the
sounds :plainer than ever.
That it was a man crawling through the bushes and trying to peep upon our friends he was now certain.
The fellow was working in a circle about the group.
The scout now started off so he would be able to head off
the creeping man before he covered ten yards.
So well did he judge the distance that he had just about
covered that, many yards when he ran right into the creeping man.
But Charlie was prepared for the meeting and the other
fellow was not.
The scout's powerful right hand caught the creeping man
·
by the throat before he was able to make a cry.
Then a struggle ensued for the space of a minute and
all was sti 11.
The scout had choked his man into insensibility,
Jim · Dart was on the spot by this time.
"Charlie!" he whispered.
"Hello, Jim!" was the answer. "Jest git hold of this feller an' help me git him in."
Dart seized the man by the legs and together. they carried
him to the cowboys.
The prisoner was gasping and sputtering at a great rate
now, so as he let him drop to the ground Charlie placed his
hand over his mouth.
"Make one little cry, an' you'll be a dead man!" he exclaimed.
"Did yer catch a feller sneakin' around?" asked Mustang
Joe.
"Yes, that's jest what I done," answered Charlie. "Now,
one or two of you just hold up a blanket so I kin light a
match, an' we'll have a look at him."
The blanket was soon stretched so any one looking from
the house could not possibly sec the light, and then the
scout struck a match.
They all took a good luck at the prisoner then.
Charlie and Jim readily recognized him as being one of
the men who had been in the house when they were seized
and held as prisoners.
"See here," said the scout, as he saw• that the man was
now all right, "I want you to answer a queation or two, but
if you go to hollerin', or makin' any noise, it will be ther last
of you! Do you hear what I say?"
"Ye-s-s!" came the answer.
"You're in ther hands of folks what won't have no mercy
on you if you don't do as you're told. Now, then, you measly
coyote, what was you sneakin' around here for?"
"I thought some one might be around, an' I was lookin'
to see if there was."
"Well, I reckon that's th~ truth, all right. Where did you
-:ome from afore you started to sneak around like that?"
"I come to ther house, but couldn't git in."
What did you come there for?"
''You did, hey?
"To see Slippery Sim."
"He lives there, don't he?"
"Yes, when he's home."
"Isn't he home now?"
"Nope! Ther door is locked an' his mother is asleep in a
chair in ther kitchen."
"How do you know he ain't home, then?"
" 'Cause when ther door is locked that means that nobody's home but ther old woman. Slippery Sim always
makes it a p'int to have ther door unlocked when he's in.
He says his friends an' enemies both have ther privilege to
come in at any time.!'

The villain was doing s9me lying now, but he was doing
it in quite a plausible way.
"An' so when you found that you couldn't git in ,vithout
wakin' ther old woman, you took l;J. sneak around to see if
there was anybody here ? " questioned Charlie.
,,
"Yes, that's it."
"I suppose you are glad that you found some one around,
ventured Jim.
"No, I can't say as I am glad," retorted the man. "Say!
What are you fellers g-oin' to do with me?"
"Wait till Young Wild West comes back an' then you'll
find out. He's ther boss of this expedition."
"Young Wild ·west, did you say?"
"Yes."
"He's ther young feller what had Slippery Sim u:lead to
rights, but let him git away this mornin', ain't he?"
"I reckon that's right."
"Where is Young Wild ·West now?"
"I wouldn't be a bit surprised if he was in ther house
there at this very minute."
The prisoner gave a start.
"He couldn't git in," he said, in an uneasy way.
"Oh, he might have found a way to git in without ,,·akin'
.
.
ther old woman, if you couldn't."
Charlie then gave orders to gag the man and let him sit
on the ground at the foot of a tree.
Then he turned to Mustang Joe and said:
"S'pose· you an' me make a circle around ther hom,;e? I
reckon Wild has been gone a little too long jest to take a
look around. Jim, you'll take charge here, won't you?"
"Oh, yes!" answered Dart.
Charlie had begun to think that the prisoner had been
lying to them.
It struck him that the villains might have caught Wild
and then sent the man out to locate where they were.
The more he thought this way the more he desired to go
and look for the boy.
If the mustanger had told the truth, Wild would not be
apt to steal around the house very long.
He started off with the Boss of the Broncho Busters, determined to find out just what was up.
The two worked their way around the house in a cautious
manner.
They looked in the kitchen window, and found the old
woman was really asleep in an old rocker-or it might have
been that she was feigning sleep.
But there was one thing certain, and that was that no
one was in the room with her.
"We'll try some of ther other winders," whispered the
scout.
Mustang Joe nodded.
"Jest as you say," he answered.
They began moving around the rear oE the log structure
and soon came to the ,dndow that was open.
Charlie gave a nod as soon as he dis overcp it.
"Wild has gone in there as sure as you're born!" he said.
"Do yer tllink so?" asked the broncho buster.
"I'd be willin' to bet on it!"
"Well, what are you goin' to do?"
"I'm goin' in, too. You jest hide out here, an' if I don' t
come back to ther winder inside of five minutes, you kin
make up your mind that somethin' is wrong."
"An' what then?"
"Go an' fetch ther whole gang here with as little nois as
possible. Then if you don't hear from me, jest bust th cr
door in an' come an' look fur me!"
"All right! I'm in this here game, an' I'm goin' through
it in ther proper way, as they say over in Pecos."
Charlie now softly opened the shutters and climbed
through the window.
Mustang Joe waited anxiously.
He could not hear the least sound after the scout got inside the house.
When about five minutes had elapsed, he tried to peer into
the room.
Just then he hearc a slight noise.
Then the limp body of a man was suddenly thrust
through the window.
"Here you are!" whispered the voice of Cheyenne Charlie.
"It's one of ther mustangers. He shackled into me ther
minute I got in ther window, an' I had to put ther finishin'
touch to him. It was a tough job to do it without makin'
any noise, since I had to hold him clear of ther floor while
I done it."
Mustang Joe lent a hand and lifted the form gentlv to
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"You can't scare me by talking that way. You dare not
kill me, and you know it."
"Dare not!" echoE'd the villain, stepping back in surprise.
"Why do you say that? Don't you know that I dare to do
anything I see fit to do ? "
"Well, if you should kill me-or even harm me in the
least-you would not live two hours after doing it. I know
what I am talking about, Mr. Slippery Sim."
It was a big bluff our hero was putting up now, but he
realized that it was his only chance.
He wanted to stay things, anyhow, and the moment he
beg-an to talk in that strain he saw that it was having its
·
effect.
The leader of the mustangers was not used to meeting
such fellows as he, and he took no pains to conceal his feelings, either.
"You are a pretty cool hand, Young Wild West," he re.
marked, after a pause.
"I have the name of being something like that," was om
hero's reply.
"And I have the name of being the most desperate and
reckless man in all Texas."
"I have heard something like that."
"And still you sought me out?"
"Yes. I like to meet such villains as you are. It is all
the more satisfactory to me to bring them down where they
belong."
"It 1s, eh?" and the villain laughed sneeringly. "Where
do .you think my level is, if you don't· mind telling me?"
"Well, I think your level is about six feet under ground
with a plain board of pine under you."
"Six feet of earth makes all men of one size, so I have
heard," and Slippery Sim laughed some more.
"Maybe it does," Wild answered. "But those who live
after us might figure it differently, you know."
"Well, never mind about that. We won't know or care
what people think about us after we are gone. I, for one,
am not going to die just yet."
'.' And I am not, either."
"You talk as though you had all to say about it."
"Never mind about that. I am going to live to see you
go under, Mr. Slippery Sim. You may have shot some sheriffs and deputies in your time, but your turn is bound to
come, you know. If you are not mighty careful how you
act with me, it will come pretty soon, as you will find out lo
your sorrow."
The leader of the mustangers walked completely around
the table with his hands behind., his back before he said an·
other word.
Then he turned to his men and said:
"Boys, I am going to give you all a chance to suggest a
way to put Young Wild West to death. Remember, now!
I want him to shuffle off this mortal coil in some way that is
uncommon. It will be easy enough to shoot or use a knife,
but I don't want it that way. He is out of the ordinary run
of human beings, it seems, and his death has got to be a
novel one."
"S'pose we hang him?" spoke up a man wh,ose supply o.f
gray matter was not great.
"That is a very _common death in these parts, as you ought
to know."
"How about buryin' him alive?" suggested a sharp-featured fellow whose piercing black eyes danced with pleasure
as he spoke.
"That suggestion is worth considering."
'The villainous captain of the mustangers was smiling and
walking back and forth now.
"I tell yer what would be a good way to git clear of hil'l.
cap," ventured a third.
"How is that, Jake ? "
"Starve him to death!"
"That would .take too long. I have said that he will
.
never see another sunrise."
"Drown him in a barrel of water," spoke up another,
"·hose ideas were rather limited.
"That would be too easy," :::.nd Slippery Sim shook his
shoulders and looked disgusted.
CHAPTER IX.
"I tell you what would be a novel way, cap," remarked a
man who was sitting on a box over in a corner.
WILD rs SAVED.
"Tell us, Bob."
"There, is just thirteen of us here."
Wild was as cool as an iceberg when Slippery Sim bent
"That is an unlucky number," spoke up Wild before the
over him and told him he would not live to see another
man coul<l get any fuTther.
sunrise.
"We are not superstitious," said Slippery Sim, "so you
"I have had such things told to me before," he answered.

the ground. "He's a deader, all right," he said, in a very
low tone. "I don't see how you managed to do it without
makin' any noise."
"Well, you see, I was 'spectin' some one to tackle me, an' I
had my bowie all ready. He shackled me without sayin' a
word, an' then I managed to git my left arm around his
neck. I squeezed him to me like as if I was a grizzly, an'
then lifted his feet from ther floor so he couldn't do no
stampin'. I had to keep him from knifin' or pepperin' me
w ;th his revolver, an' that made me do some awful hot
work. But I had him so he couldn't cry out or breathe very
good, an' as I was stronger than him it didn't take so very
long afore I got a chance to use my bowie. Whew! but it
was a hot job, an' no mistake !"
"An' it was all done without me hearin' it!" said the
broncho buster.
He could scarcely believe it.
But he did not stop to think that he was paying more
attention to the outside of the house than he was to the
inside.
If he had listened sharply as Charlie got inside, he would
certainly_ have heard sounds, faint as they were.
The labored breathing of the two men in the struggle, if
nothing more.
"Now, then," whispered Charlie, "I'm goin' to look for
Wild. There's a whole lot of men down in ther cellar, an'
you kin bet all you're worth that Wild's a prisoner down
there, if they ain't killed him. You jes' go an' fetch ther
gang here. I'll put on ther coat an' hat of this feller an' go
down sorter soft-like."
He motioned for the broncho buster to hand up the articles of wearing apparel, and he did so.
Then the scout quickly donned them.
As Mustang Joe turned to , go after Jim Dart and the
cowboys, Charlie took the risk of strikini;t a match.
He was willing to take any sort of a chance just then,
since he believed Wild was in great peril.
The tiny blaze lighted the room to show him the open
trap and the stairs that led down from it.
He quickly stepped over to it and then blew out the
match.
Revolver in hand, he started to descend the steps.
But halfway down, the broken step fooled him, and he
slipped and fell t.he rest of the way.
An exclamation of disgust came from his lips before he
·
knew it.
At that moment the door near the foot of the stairs
opened.
"What's the matter?" called out the voice of Slippery Sim.
"Anything wrong up there?"
"No," answered Charlie.
"What are you doing down heFe, then? You get back
there and keep. a lookout for Young Wild West's pards."
Charlie hastened up the stairs, glad to p:et off so easily.
He went over to the window and waited for Mustang Joe
and the rest to get there.
"Wild is down there, an' no mistake!" he muttered. "Now
ther thing is to git him away from them afore they kill
him. Ginger! but I thought sure they was goin' to jump
on me when that door opened. This coat an' hat must have
made me look like ther feller I had to finish a little while
ago."
A couple of minutes later he heard footsteps approaching-.
They were cautious ones, and they were made by several.
Jim and the cowboys were coming.
In less than another minute they appeared.
Jim Dart and Mustang Joe stepped up to the open window.
"Hello, boys!" whispered Charlie.
"Where is Wild??'' asked Jim.
"Down ther cellar with ther gang of mustangers."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, sartin of it."
"\Ve must get him away from them, then!" exclaimed
Dart.
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needn't mind saying that. What were you going to sug•
gest, Bob?"
"Well, there's jest thirteen of us, as I was sayin', an'
we ought to all have a chance to try an' kill him, since he
comes here to break up our gang an' git halters around our
necks."
"That is very true, too."
"Suppose we tilt up ther table here in ther corner so he's
in a standin' position, an' then all of us throws knives at
him?"
"Good!" cried' Slippery Sim. "Bob, you have hit it, by
Jove!"
Just then there was a crashing noise at the foot of the
stairway,
It was Cheyenne Charlie.
Slippery Sim went to the door himself, and, as the reader
knows, did not discover that it was any one other than the
man he had sent above to watch.
But Young Wild._ West recognized the scout's voice, and
his heart gave a bound.
"If you harm me the least bit you will die inside of ten
minutes!" he said, as the leader of the mustangers came back
and smiled at him sardonically.
"Well, I will take the risk," was the reply.
"All right, then. Go ahead! You will find I will not die
the death of a coward. I have been in worse places than
this and I never showed the white feather."
"Carry the table over to the corner," commanded the
villain.
Four of the men picked it up and obeyed.
"Tilt it up."
"How will that do, cap?"
"A little more-there! That will do. Now he is really
standing up."
This was indeed the case.
"Now, then, boys, I will be the last to have a try at him.
When we all have had one chance at him, we will bury him
whether he is dead or alive! I will call you off to throw
as you are standing. Jake, you are number one. St{_p up
·
and try your luck."
The man addressed drew his knife and toed the mark that
the captain made on the ground with the toe of his boot.
He took the blade by the point and sent it whizzing
through the air.
Thud!
The handle struck the table about three inches from
Wild's head and then the weapon dropped to the floor.
Our hero's face was very pale, but he did not flinch.
"You missed, Jake!" cried Slippery Sim. "Now number
'
two will try his luck."
Number two did t'ty his luck.
He made the throw and the blade of the knife struck the
tabl~ and ·severed the rope that held the boy's hands out
straight.
· But not one of the villains noticed this.
TI1ey simply thought he had failerl.
Wild stood so he was facing the door at the foot of the
·
cellar steps.
· As number three stepped up to throw his knife, he saw
the door open about hYo inches.
The third man raised his knife and was just about to
throw it, when--"
Crack!
The weapon dropped from his hand and he staggered back
'
falling in a heap to the floor!•
"Number three has missed, too, I rrckon !" ·exclaimed the
voice of Cheyenne Charlie, . and then the door swung open
and the scout s prang in, followed closely by Jim Dart and
Mustang Joe.
"Hands up, you scoundrels !" cried Jim. "The first man
who disobeys will die!"
If a comet had dropped from the sky and landed in their
midst the mustangers could not have. been more astounded.
Son10 of them obeyed the command, and some were too
bE'numbed to raise their hands.
There was one, however, who recovered himself very
·
quickly.
It was Slippery Sim.
He must have realized that he had no chance there in the
cellar, for he made a sudden bolt for the darkest corner
in it.
Squarely against a wooden door his body went and open
went the door.
Bang!
It was shut the next instant.
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Wild now jerked his right hand free and began removing
the rope that held him to the table.
The cowboys were coming down the stairs all the time
now, and, knowing that they were surely caught, the mustangers gave in.
Not one of them tried to follow his leader.
"You fellows don't want to die right now, I guess," said
Wild as he calmly walked around and took their weapons
from them. "We will finish with you, and then we'll get
Mr. Slippery Sim out."
"I reckon you won't ketch him," spoke up the man called
Bob.
"Tell that to some one else, won't yer!" answered Mustang
Joe, who seemed to be as brave as a lion, now that he -saw
they had the upper hand of the villains.
"Well, all right. You'll find out wpen you open that door."
While the mustangers were being bound, Wild stepped
over to the door.
It was barred on the other side.
He threw his weight against it and sent it crashing to
the ground.
Then a cool draught of air blew in upon him · and he could
see the stars shining in the sky.
"He has got away, boys!" he cried. "This door opens
outside!"
"What did I tell yer?" said Bob, with an air of triumph.
"You may have us, but you ain't catchin' Slippery Sim any
kind of fashion, you kin bet!"
Wild was at first delighted when he saw the sudden turn
of affairs, but now he forgot all about his late danger, and
thought only of getting hold of the leader of the gang.
"It is too bad, boys!" he exclaimed. "But I'll guarantee
you that I'll have Slippery Sim yet! It may not be to-night,
but I will have him, and I will fetch him to Pecos, dead or
alive!"
"Hooray fur Young Wild West!" yelled the "boss" of the
broncho busters. "He's ther boy what will do as he says he
will!"
Wild knew where his weapons had been placed when he
was seized and disarmed, and he quickly ran for them.
He found his hat at the same time.
Then out through the opening he went, followed by
Charlie and Jim, leaving the cowboys to fetch the prisoners out.
A water barrel must have stood right over the opening,
for Wild had noticed one at the side of the house when he
went around it, and it was overturned near the spot.
His first impulse was to make for the kitchen, and · he
did so.
As he did so, the door opened and the old woman came
I
out.
"What is the matter?" she screamed. "Where are you,
Sim? Oh, what is the matter?"
"That settles it!" exclaimed Wild. "That is not put on.
She don't know ,vhere he is."
"No!" answered Cheyenne Charlie. "Let's git fur ther
stable back the.r e."
They did this, and found several horses there.
Some of them appeared to be uneasy, which told that
somebody had disturbed them.
"Slippery Sim has mounted his horse and _got away!" said
Wild. "It is too bad, boys! But, never mmd, another day
will come! This is the second time we have met. The third
and he will be mine!"
The musiangers were marched out of the cellar by the
cowboys, and a few minutes later they were tied to the
horses that were found in the stable and the ride to Rustle
Ranch began.
Young Wild West thought it wise to leave the hag in
charge of the log house, for it might be that she would
serve as a means of catching Slippery Sim.
He intended to come back there the first thing in the
morning and search for him.
On the way through the woods one of the mustangers
managed to cause a stampede among the horses, and the
result was that five of them broke away and went galloping
off into the woods.
The cowboys started after them, but only succeeded in
catching one of them.
It was too dark to find them, and they could no longer
hear the hoof-beats to guide them.
"We have got eight of them, anyhow," said Wild. "I
guess that is a pretty good haul, anyhow."
"I should reckon so!" cried Mustang Joe. "Who would
b.ave thought that such a thing was goin' to happen? I
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reckon them fellers over in Pecos will be s'prised when they
hear it. Eight of Slippery Sim's gang prisoners an' two
dead!"
"An' ther two what's dead was fixed by me," added the
scout. "I had to do it, an' I'm glad I did. That last feller
m ight have put an end to Wild when he threw ther knife if
I hadn't opened ther door in time to shoot him."
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enough to make the people of the town admire Wild and
his friends.
" "By ging_er!" exclaimed the man who was acting as sheriff.
Young Wild West, I'm mighty glad to shake hands with
yer! I heerd about yer when ye1; fust landed in town.
You sort~r tamed Mustang Joe, here, didn't yer? Made a
·
man of hnn, I reckon."
. "(?h, Joe is all r ight," answered Wild, with a laugh. "He
1s like a great ma~y people, you know. They think they
are the only real thmg to be scared up until they meet some
one. who can go them one better. Then they sober up am!1
CHAPTER X.
begin. to think that they are only of the common 111n after
'
all."
BRONCHO.
WILD BREAKS ANOTHER
"That's jest what's ther matter!" exclaimed Joe.
Young Wild West thought he could tiust Mustang Joe and
"Joe," sa~d the sheriff, "what was that you was tellin'
the cowboys to take the prisoners over to Pecos, so he let me about him takin' ther title of ther boss of ther broncho
away from yer?"
busters
ranch.
them go, while he and his partners rode direct to the
Buck Biddle had not retired, but was evidently awaiting
"It vvas jest as I told yer," was the retort. "Buck Biddle
their return.
thought as ho_w he could ride about any broncho that was'
"How did yer make out, boys ? " he asked.
ever caught with a rope, an' he wanted ter show Wi'd what
"Pretty fair," answererl our hero. "We brought eight live he_ could do in that line. Well, we had about as ugly a
mustangers and left two dead where we .found them."
c~1tter as ever bucked to try it on, an' when Buck got on
"What !"
his back he wasn't one, two, three!"
"Yes, that is . what we did, Mr. Biddle. We rode out to
•
"Throwed him, hey?"
the woods and went to the house where the gang holds out.
"Thro_wed him!" echoed the broncho buster. "Well, I
They
They won't hold out there any more, though, I think.
should Jest reckon so ! An' ther critter chucked me too in
had me, and came pretty near making short work of me. spite of all I could do!"
'
'
But we got the b°est of them."
"An' then--"
"Where's Joe an' ther boys what went with you?"
"Young Wild West tries him an' makes ther cayuse thin]·
"They have gone over to Pecos with the prisoners."
he'd struck a double-jointed vise, I guess. Ther critte~
"Did you lose any men in ther fight?"
awful, but he couldn't throw him, nohow. Then he
"Oh, no! No one got a scratch. You see, it ·wasn't what acted,_out
o_n a dead run an' Wild jest laughed an' enjoyed it
could be called a fight; it was a surprise fol' the mustang- t?ok
like ~ythmg. It was fun fur him, an' it s'prised us fellers
ers."
'
you h.,n bet!"
"Did yer git Slippery Sim?"
to show Young Wild West how they
gdin'
was
Buck
"An'
"No; he got away."
broke bronchos in Texas. Ha, ha, ha!"
"I thought you'd never land him."
'fhe sheriff laughed heartily.
"But I will land him, though."
'l'he~·e was quite. a crowd gathernd about while this con"You'll have a time of it."
versa~10n wa~ takmir place, ~nd when the sheriff stupµrd
"But I'll do it, just the same. I am going to have him laughmg
a w1ry-lookmg man limped up before our he1·0 and
dead or alive before to-morrow night."
rema1·ked:
"I hope yer do."
"I reckon I've got a broncho what you, nor no other
Wild and his partners were pretty well tired out.
Our hero had passed through considerable excitement, feller livin' kin ride!"
. "Is that so?" asked Wild. "I would like to try him. Seebut that did not prevent him from being very sleepy.
He was used to excitement, and had been in so many mg. that I haye got the name of being a good one at the
tight places that he almost felt that he was really invincible. busmess, I might as well try and have the game."
"Wel_l, I've got a cre~m-colored b1·oncho what is as puttv
They turned in and slept soundly till morning.
At the breakfast-table they met Mustang- Joe, who in- a~ a p1cter, but _there am't no one as kin do anything with
. formed th.em that the eight mustangers had been landed 1nm. I was gorn' to a.x Mustang Joe ter break him fur
me, but since you beat him at ther game, I reckon you're
safely in the jail at Pecos.
"They put a double guard over 'em," he added. "They ther one to tackle my broncho."
"All right. Just as soon as I get through with the
don't mean to let 'em git away, though thel'e's some as
think Slippery Sim will make an attempt to git 'em out." sheriff l'll try him."
The man went off and just as Wild had finished \\;hat
"Well, I hardly think he wm," said Wild.
"You can't tell about that; he's liable to do anything," was to be done he came back.
He had two men with him and they were leading a creamand the broncho buster hook his head.
colo1·ed cayuse that looked as though it was ready to eat fire
"Well, I hope he does try it."
Young Wild West had tamed so many wild horses that
"Ther actin' sheriff wants you to come over and sign a
he did not fear to tackle this one in the least.
paper. Will yer ride over with us putty soon'/"
Ile smiled as he looked at the snorting animal and then
"Certainly."
"Joe," spoke up Mrs. Biddle, "if you're goin' over to town tightened his belt.
"I guess I can manage that fellow, boys," he said to
you may as well wait till ther noon tmin comes in. Annie
Charlie and Jim, smiling in his cool and easy way.
will be on that train, I'm dead sure."
"I should 1·eckon so!" retorted the scout. "I'd jest like
"All right, missus; I'll wait there, then."
"You kin take a horse along with yer. Annie kin ride to have a chance at him myself."
"Well, you can have a chance in case I don't ride him."
like a mMJ., Joe."
'"rhen you'll never get the chance, Charlie," laug·hed Jim.
"All right. We'll take an ·extra cayuse with us, then."
"I reckon not," and the sc..out shook his head decisively.
Wild was anxious to get Ju after the leader of the musThe crowd kept collecting fast, and it soon became known
tangers and keep his promise, but as he was wanted by the
sheriff to sign a paper, he thought he had better attend to it. to all that Young Wild West was going to· "bust Seth Jig"We'll stick to yer when you go on ther hunt fur Slippery gers' wild broncho."
The beast was sleek-looking and of fine shape, but had a
Sim," Mustang Joe declared. "It won't take us long to
1
very bad eye.
git over to Pecos an' fix things over there."
"Just giv~ me a little room!" he called out. '.'I am going
"All right!" exclaimed Wild. "I have an idea it won't
take long to corral Slippery Sim, anyway. If he is not in to make him run faster than he ever werrt m his life."
"I reckon if he does run you won't be on him!" chuckled
the habit of going far away from home he won't do it now."
It was a little after nine when they set out for the town. the wiry man, as he nursed a lame leg that had suffered
from his trying to tame the bea:,t.
When they got there they went at once to the jail.
"Oh, I will be right on him," answered our hero, who
Young Wild West was a great attraction that morning.
The boss of the broncho busters had taken pains to spread was as confident as he had ever been in his life.
Three men got a saddle and bridle on the broncho, and
it around how Wild had gone right into the den of the mustangers and laughed at them while they threw knives at him. when he had buckled the girths on the prancing steed to
And the fact of eight of the villains being landed in the suit himself, Wild took the bridle-rein and told them to
fail-something- that no one else had been able to do-was stand clear.
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They obeyed quickly enough, one of them just missing a
savage bite as he jumped out of the way.
Then Wild swung himself into the saddle.
"Whoop!" he cried. "Let yourself go, you obstinate
brute!"
The broncho did let himself go.
He jumped about three feet from the ground and came
down with all four feet in a bunch.
But Young Wild West simply smiled and urged him to
further endeavors.
When the broncho struck the -ground he landed as lightly
in the saddle as though he was part of the animal.
"I reckon ther cayuse ain't goin' to have much fun with
him," observed the sheriff. "He's onto every move of ther
critter. Look at that!"
The broncho was now acting for all the world like a
jumping-jack!
But the boy on his back answered to every move he made
and did not appear to be the least distressed.
Wild was gradually getting the broncho to a point of
running.
He knew just about when he would start out like mad.
Pretty soon this happened.
Waving his hat, our hero rode off like a shot !
The broncho was running at the top of its speed and he
was letting him have a free rein.
Down the road for about a mile Wild went, and then
when the beast began to slow down he forced him to go
fa ster.
In this way he soon tired him, and it was not long before
·
lie was able to turn him with the greatest of ease.
Then he rode back to the awaiting crowd.
. The yelling and cheering was deafening when Wild
brought the broncho to a halt.
The animal stood as docile as a lamb, from the severe
course it had been put through.
"I guess he's all right now, Mr. Jiggers!" our hero exclaimed, as he dismounted. "He is what I call an easy
one. Here! mount him and give him a turn around for a
mile or two, and then I'll guarantee you'll have no further
trouble with him."
"Jupiter!" exclaimed the owner of the steed. "I reckon
you're about right. I'll git right on him."
He was as good as his word, and much to the surprise
of every one he rode away just as though it was a thoroughly broken h,orse he.was on.
Then everybody wanted to shake hands with Young Wild
West.
It was certainly a great performance he had given them,
and they were just the ones to appreciate it.
It was not until it was time for the train to arrive at the
station that the crowd began £o disperse.
Then they went over to the station to see who came to
town.
As this was the train the sister of Mrs. Biddle was expected to come on, our friends went over, too.
She came, sure enough!
The girl, who was quite good-looking,. went direct to the
station-master, and then Mustang Joe was called.
"Here's ther foreman of Rustle ranch," the station-master said to her. "I reckon he's come over to meet you."
"That's right, Miss Mott," spoke up the broncho buster,
blushing like a schoolboy.
"All right," was the reply. "I reckon I kin trust myself with you. You ain't a bad-looking feller."
"An' you're a handsome gal, an' no mistake."
"Here, none of that now! I know I'm jest as homely as
a stone fence, an' I don't want you to tell me any different."
"I reckon they'll make out all right," observed Cheyenne
Charlie, as they all stait ecl back for the ranch. "They've
started in on ther funny bu sines right away. Leave 'em
alone. They'll git tight down to hard pan afore we git to
ther 1-anch."
CHAPTER I.
YOUNG WILD WEST KEEPS HU: WORD.

The ride back to the ranch was made, and it is safe to
t.aY that all hands enjoyed it.
But Young Wild West was thinking more about the mtll tangers than anything just then.
He had boasted that he would have Slippery Sam dead or
alive before another sunset, and he warted to keep his word.

. As Mustang Joe had declared that he wanted to go with
him on the search for the villain, he rode back to the ranch
with them.
Once there, he asked the broncho buster if he was still of
the determination to go on the hunt.
"You bet your life I am!" answered Joe. "I was jest
tellin' Annie what we was up to an' she said for me to go
ahead. She likes things of that kind, she does. There's
nothin' slow about Annie!"
Our friends did not stop at the ranch longer than to
get a bite to eat.'\
Wild was too eager to finish up the hunting down of the
mustangers for that.
And when they got started t hey rode along at a good clip.
They came to the timber after a while, and then they
slowed down and proceeded more cautiously.
Wild was quite sure that the log house \\·v ~:d be the end
of it all.
Probably it was because the mother of Slippery Sim lived
there. ,
The remarkable good luck that had followed the leader
of the mustangers would certainly make him bold enough
to stick near the home of his mother.
It was a little past the middle of the afternoon when the
party of horsemen came in sight of the house in the woods.
All was silent about it, and the casual observer would
scarcely have thought that the place was inhabited.
Wild did not even call a halt.
"Come on!" he exclaimed. "I want to surround the place.
Then I will go in and look for Slippery Sim."
A subdued cheer went up at this, and then they rode for"·ard.
But before they got around the log structure the door
opened and out came the old hag.
"Git away from here!" she shouted. "Git away from
here! You have killed my son, an' now I'm goin' to burn
ther house down!"
She said this in a dramatic way, but the tone of her voice
did not imply that she meant it.
"That's a bluff," remarked Cheyenne Charlie. "I kin tell
by ther way she looks an' talks. Wild, I'll bet Slippery Sim
is in ther house!"
"That's just what I think, Charlie," answered Wild. "The
very fact of her coming out before she is called signifies
that.11
The old woman did not wait to bandy ·'Words with them,
but ran back into the house.
She did not shut the door, however, and the next minute
they saw a burst of flame in the kitchen.
Then she came running out again, shrieking and waving
her arms like a maniac.
"There, there!" she yelled. "I've gone an' done it! Keep
away, now! If you don't you'll git blowed to pieces!
There's powder in ther house !"
Young Wild West smiled when he heard this.
A column of smoke was now coming from the door of
the kitchen.
Evidently the old hag had simply. been waiting to set the
place on fire, and had things ready for it.
The cowboys quickly surrounded the house and Wild entered it.
Chal'lie ran around to the rear as soon as he left the
saddle, and Jim made for the place where the leader of the
mustangers had escaped the night before.
Meanwhile the old woman was dancing about shrieking
like a fiend.
"Keep away!" she cried. "If you want ter git blowed
ter pieces, go ahead!"
Some of the cowboys believed her.
They looked with awe when our hero boldly ran into the
house.
But Wild had got it into his head that Slippery Sim was
there, and he was going· to make sure.
He knew he could depend upon Charlie and Jim, so he
pushed open the first door that led out of the kitchen and
found hims.elf in a big room that had a long table in the
center with a bench on either ide.
But there was no one there!
Both the windows and shutters were closed, but there was
sufficient light for him to see that the room was devoid of
a human being.
Wild quickly threw up the window he had entered the
night before and then forced open the shutters.
'They h ad been fastened from the inside, but it was easy
~nough to open them.
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on shooting at me I will have to drop you, that's all!"
Then he looked along close to the p,a rtition and easily keep leader
of the mustangers raised his arm to fire anThe
shot.
other
up.
it
pulled
he
this,
There ·was a ring in it, and, seizing
Quick as a flash Wild took aim at his arm and fired.
Then, in a loud tone of voice, he called out:
As the report rang out the revolver in the villain's hand
"Slippery Sim, the jig is up! Come up and surrender
.
fell to the ground.
or take your medicine!"
Then his arm fell limp at his side.
He hardly expected to receive an answer, nor did he get
"It is no u se, Slippery Sim!" the daring young deadshot
a verbal one.
ma,y as well give in."
But the crack of a pistol sounded and a bullet whizzed called out. "You the
reply, and then the wounded man
"Never!" was
past his head.
for his belt with his left hand .
. '.',\h!" he exclaimed, "so that is your game, is it? Well, reached
,
·
Crack!
if it 1s a case of fight, just get ready to die!"
Wild was close enough to him now to make his shot cerCrack!
tain.
Another shot was fired.
As the report rang out Slippery Sim's left arm dropped
But this one flew wide of the mark.
to keep the right company.
Our hero got out of range of the trapdoor.
The man was completely disabled now.
He did not want to get shot without having a chance to
As though it was aware of it, the horse he was riding
return the complimen t.
.
Satisfied that Slippery Sim and those· of the mustangers slackened its speed.
Young Wild West rode up an d soon had the villain
who had escaped the night before were in the cellar, he a Then
prisoner.
hastened to the window and called out for some one to come
in the house.
He could hear the crackling of flames, which told him
CHAPTER XII.
plainly that' the building was on fire, but that made no difference to him just then.
CONCLUSION.
Mustang Joe answered his call, followed by three of the
cowboys.
Wild soon tied Slippery Sim to his h orse so he could not
"The mustanger s are in the cellar!" cried Wild. "I am
slide off and then rode back to the house, which was now
going to have them alive or dead!"
"All right!" replied the broncho buster, as he leaped in a mass of flames.
"You have done what n o other man living could do, Young
through the window. "Jest tell us what to do."
Wild West!" exclaimed the villain, keeping perfectly cool.
"Wait a minute! I will give them one more chance."
"It is all over but the shouting. I give in!"
Then in a loud voice he called out:
"I always do anything I undertake," retorted our hero.
"Slippery Sim, the housee is on fire-set on fire by your
Just then they both saw the .old woman break away from
mother! If you don't come out of the cellar and surrender
some cowboys, who were holding her, and dart right into
you will be burned alive! You have your choice!"
the roaring flames.
There was no reply.
"Mother can't stand the sight of me being a prison er!"
But the next minute there was a yell from the cowboys
cried the captured mustangers . "She prefers death to diswho were outside, followed b)I several shots.
grace. I wish I had the chance to follow her!"
Wild vaulted through the window like a shot.
'l'he hag surely had committed suicide.
·
He knew what was up.
One second in that fiery furnace would be enough!
"There he goes!" shouted a cowboy, pointing toward the
In vain Charlie and Jim tried to get her out.
shed in the rear of the house.
Just then the roof caved in, a cloud of smoke and sparks
Young Wild West caught sight of the form of a man diswith the old woman!
appearing around the edge of the shed, but he saw that it shot skyward and it was all over
The rest of the mustangers had been captured, and with
was the leader of the mustangers .
white faces they looked from the blazing house to their
He knew that the villain ,vas after his horse.
Then it occurred to him that they ought have seen to it leader.
With both arms shattered Slippery Sim might have been
that the horse-shed was looked after before they bothered
an object of pity.
with the house.
But he was as defiant-look ing as ever, though it was plain
But it was too late now.
of escape now.
Wild looked around and found his own horse standing that he had no thought
A sigh escaped his lips as he turned his gaze from the
less than twenty feet away.
..
He made for him, knowing full well that Slippery Sim funeral pyre of his mother
"Take me to Pecos!" he said, looking at Wild. "The
would get away before he reached him on foot.
the better."
He could have brought him down with his rifle or re- quicker it is over
"All right!" was the retort. "Corne on, boys!"
volver, no doubt, but he did not wish to do that.
The pri soners were forced to mount their own horses, and
It was Wild's desire to take the villain alive, if it were
when they were tied securely upon them . the party set out
possible.
open prairie.
As he got upon the back of the sorrel he heard the clatter through the woods for the
It was sunset when Young Wild West and his friend,
of hoofs.
marched the captured mustangers up to the jail.
Slippery Sim was riding away.
They were seen approachin g by several citizens, and if
mustangers
the
saw
and
him
behind
glance
one
cast
·wild
not long before a big crowd had gathered.
was
above
hands
their
cellar,
the
from
hole
the
of
out
coming
hero turned the prisoners over to the sheriff, anci
Our
pursuit.
in
away
dashed
he
,then
and
heads,
their
off his hat, he faced the crowd and said:
taking
then,
rode
one
the
overtake
to
bound
was
horse
his
knew
He
"Gentlemen , it was not such a difficult thing to do, afteI
by the outlaw captain.
Sim and his band of mustangers are now
But the woods was so thick right there that he could not all. Slippery
safely in jail, and I am glad of it, for, from what I have
get a glimpse of the fugitive.
terrorized this section of the country for
"After him, Spitfire!" the boy exclaimed.. "He is one heard, they have
easy enough to get them; all that was
was
It
time.
long
a
we
and
tackled,
ever
have
we
customers
toughest
of the
started right, you know. If I have
get
to
was
necessary
away."
g.et
him
let
not
must
you I am more than glad, that is
to
service
any
rendered
he
as
horseman
fleeing
the
of
sight
caught
he
Suddenly
all!"
emerged into a little clearing.
The cheer that went up was deafening.
He was less than fifty yards ahead.
Never was a crowd so pleased before.
"Stop, Slippery Sim!" cried Wild. "You may as well
It seemed that a big load had been lifted from the town,
give in, for yo u can't escape!"
for the ranchmen who had suffered from the raids of the
A defiant laugh was the answer.
mustangers contributed largely to its support, and when
the
to
race
a
be
will
it
"Then
Wild.
said
right!"
"All
things went wrong with them the shopkeeper s felt it keenly.
fini sh !"
Then, again, the murderers of the sheriffs and deputies
A way the scoundrel flew and after him sped the sorrel.
been brought to justice.
had
Crack!
was enough to make the populace feel good.
That
revolver.
his
from
shot
a
fired
suddenly
Sim
Slippel'y
After the excitement had subsided somewhat Mustang Joe
Young Wild West smiled grimly.
"l hate to do it!" he exclaimed, half aloud. "But if you came up to Wild and said:
1ocatcd the trapdoor.
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"I reckon I'll tike a dominie back to ther ranch with us trimmed with green fringe, white shirt, flaniing red necktie,
if you'll agree to help me out."
velvet coat and a Mexican sombrero.
.
"Going to get married so soon?" asked the boy, in surHe was certainly great!
prise.
But to top it all he had a big black Mexican cigar between
"Well, I don't know exactly. She said as how she guessed his teeth, and as he strutted about the room with a very
she'd have me, but she didn't say fur sure. You see, I important air, puffing the smoke right and left, the cowboys
got right down to business on ther way to ther ranch, after broke into a cheer.
I'd got good an' acquainted with her. There ain't no need
It is more than likely that Mustang Joe never felt that
of bein' mealy-mouthed about sich matters. I simply told he was "something" more in his life than ):le did just then.
her as how I was lookin' fur a wife, an' she admitted that
It was rather a long wait that they had before the hride
she wouldn't mind havin' a good husband. So there you are. appeared.
Now, then, Young Wild West, you've got a way of doin' anyWhen she did come she was dressed in all the colors of
thing you undertake, so s'pose you undertake to have a wed- the rainbow.
'
din' at Rustle Ranch?"
The bride of a Texas cowboy could hardly be expected to
"All right!" answered our hero, with a lau'g h. "If what be attired in anything like plain colors.
"See here, Mustang Joe," she said, coming up and lookyou say is true, I'll undertake it."
"Good! Whoopee! Won't I be a happy feller, though! ing at him much in the same way a herder might look at a
choice horse that was offered for sale. "You are sartinly
I'll go an' find a parson right away."
what I calls somethin', you a1·e !"
The broncho buster was as good as his word.
"An' I reckon that you'l'e about as near like a peach blosAs luck would have it, he found a clergyman who was
som as I ever seed," he replied.
ready and willing to tie a h.---not.
"I ain't knowed yer very long, but I'm willin' ter take
Business had been a little dull in that line, and the good
man needed a little ready cash to buy shoes for his little ther chances of doublin' up with yer."
"Good! Put your right hand there, Annie!"
ones.
She shook with him, and all hands applauded.
At least that is what he told Mustang Joe when he got
The parson now stepped up rather meekly.
ready to ride over.
"Are you ready to proceed?" he asked politely.
Of course the broncho buster did not tell him that no
"Yep!" answered the girl. "The sooner ther blamed busiarrangements had been made.
But he took it for granted that there would be no hitch ness is over with ther better I will like it!"
"Me, too!" exclaimed Joe, taking his cigar from his mouth
in the proceedings, since Young Wild West said he would
and spitting at a knot-hole that was in the floor near to him.
, undertake to have the wedding take place.
"Join right hands."
Wild had sized up the girl, and he hacl come to the conThe two hands came together with a smack that could be
clusion that she was one of the matter-of-fact sort, who
heard all over the house.
t
would not hang on formalities.
"Take that see-gar out of your mouth!"
The party rode back to the ranch, arriving there a little
As she said the words the bride hit it " 'ith her left hand
after nine, tired and pretty hungry.
and sent it flying across the room.
But Mrs. Biddle and her sister had a rousing good meal
"That's what I calls an insult," she added. "Ther idea
prepared for them, and they did not seem to be much sur- of gittin' married while you're smokin'l"
prised when they saw the parson.
The parson looked more nervous than ever.
r He was well known at the I"anch and often paid visits
Even Wild and his partners were a little deceived in the
there.
girl.
It was not until the supper was about concluded that
"Go ahead and tie the knot, parson!" called out Wild.
Wild spoke about the marriage the good man come OV!:!l'
"All right!" and then he went through the form of askto perform.
ing the necessary questions.
"Ladies and gentlemen," he said, rising to his feet, "I
He married them as quickly as he could without avoiding
am going to make a proposition. Mustang Joe is a pretty anything that the ritual called for.
good sort of a fellow, and I am of the opinion that he would
Then there was a general handshaking all around and
be a great deal better if he had a wife; in fact, I think the many had the opportunity to kiss the bride.
sooner he gets a nice, kind and loving wife the better it will
After this the fiddler struck up his playing and the dancbe for him. He is head over heels in- love, and there is no ing began.
telling but that he might go crazy if he doesn't get the
It was nearly daylight before the celebration was over,
young lady he has set his hea:rt on. We have a minister and WUd, Charlie and Jim got a chance to tum in.
right here, so I think we may as well have a wedding to
But they had enjoyed the affair, so they <lid not hurry
celebrate the capture of the mustangers. All in favor of about getting up that day.
that say aye!"
When they met Buck Biddle at the dinner-table the ranchEvery one said "aye" but Annie Mott.
man appeared to be a little bit uneasy about something.
She was too surprised to say anything.
Finally he turned to Wild and said:
But Mustang Joe was equal to the occasion, however.
"If I hadn't agreed to sell you thel' ranch, I reckon I'd be
He rushed around the table and caught the girl about glad to hold onto it."
the waist, imp1-inting a rousing kiss on her lips as he did so.
"Well, hold onto it, anyhow," retorted Wild. "I don't want
"Say yes, Annie!" he blurted out. "Don't go an' spile it, it."
now that we've got ther parson here -an' all!"
"Yer mean that, Young Wild West?"
"Yes, I mean it."
"Who said I was goin' to spile it, Mustang Joe?" she
That settled it!
retorted, giving a sound smack on the side of the face.
Biddle was more than glad to hold fast to the property,
"There! take that fur your impudence!"
There was a good laugh all around at this, though it was since the mustangers were put out of business.
Young Wild West concluded that they had enough fun
plain that the parson was just the least bit dQubtful of getand excitement to pay them for their trip to Texas, and
ting a marriage fee that night.
when the xanchman wanted to make them a present of a
But Young Wild West knew it was all right.
,
He pulled out his watch, and in his easy-going style, ex- thousand dollars it was refused.
They stayed there long enough to hear that the jail had
claimed:
"The bride has just half an hour to prepare for the cere- been broken into and the whole crowd of mustangers, inmony to take place. Come! Get a hustle on you, now! cluding Slippery Sim, were either hanged or shot by the mob.
When they left the ranch Mustang Joe and his bride came
Where is the fiddler?"
out and gave them a parting cheer.
The fiddler was found in short order.
"You'r_e ther Boss of the Broncho Busters, an' don't yer
Mrs. Biddle escorted her sister from the room, while Mustai,g Joe went to his quarters to tog himself for the wed- forgit it, Young Wild West!" said the newly-married man.
ding.
Next week's issue will contain "YOUNG WILD WEST
He was the first to appear in the big dining-room, which AFTER THE APACHES; OR, ARIETTA'S ARIZONA ADwas now cleared for dancing as soon as the ceremony was VENTURE."
performed.
The "Boss of the Broncho Busters• certainly looked resplendent.
He had on a pair of high-topped boots, leather breeches
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CURRENT NEWS
MEXICO RUNS ARMORED CARS.
Armored cars are now being attached to all passenger trains operating between here and the border
at Juarez. These cars are converted from steel
gondola cars which were made in the United States
and sent to Mexico with shipments of coal for the
mines and railroads. At the Mexican Central shops
here drills are used to cut small square holes along
each side of these cars, leaving the top side of the
square uncut in order that the metal may be bent
outward, forming a lip or shield. for the gunner who
pokes his rifle through the opening.
Machine guns are often mounted on blocks of
wood with their muzzles protruding from these
holes and are manned by de facto gunners hiding
behind these improvised breastworks. Steel rails
are bolted to the top of the cars in order to give
additional protection to the men oprating the rifles
and machine guns.
PAPER REPLACES COINS.
Hoarding of small coins has gone so far in some
parts of the German Empire that several cities have
been compelled to issue their own fractional paper
currency while waiting for the Imperial Treasury
to take the drastic measures against the holding
back of metal money reported in a cablegram dated
May 4. These measures include the demoralizing
of all coins not put into circulation by a certain
date and the issuing of imperial paper money in
small denominations.
In the meantime the City of Treves, in Rhenish
Prussia, has put out what it calls "ersatz" money to
the amount of 100,000 marks (23,800) in the shape
of paper bills of 5, 10, and 50 pfennig, (a pfennig
equals nearly a quarter of a cent,) and threatens
to issue 1-pfennig bills if the scarcity of copper iron,
and aluminum 1-pfennig pieces becomes worse.
Tlius Treves goes much further than the Berlin
suburb which was reported some weeks ago as issuing 50-pfennig bills.
To facilitate making change in small amounts the
management of the German Mint has decided to
coin pieces of 2½ pfennig out of iron or aluminium.
I

GERMANS BUILD 4 U-BOATS A WEEK.
Reports on the submarine situation received in
Washington and generally accepted as accurate assert that Germany is now constructing larger and
vastly improved U-boats at the rate of three to five
a week and that their destruction by the British
and French navies has greatly declined from the
number accounted for up to a year ago. An official
who could not be auoted declared that these reports

make even more stupendous the task the United
States has before it in building merchant ships for
feeding our allies and maintaining the vessels iri
service.
The Germans appear to be manufacturing the
new submarines three or four times as fast as they
are being destroyed by the allied warships. In
size the U-boats have attained almost the proportions of a cruiser, and the new boats are able to
operate in deeper waters away from the traps set
for them near land. T,hey are better handled than
they have been at any time since the war started,
and there is almost no way to get them except by
gunfire, and as they do not have to show themselves
except for their periscope to launch a torpedo it is
seldom that gunfire gets them.
NATURE CAUSED GIGANTIC EXPLOSION.
The most notable volcanic ' explosion that ever
occurred in historic times was when that old extinct
volcano, Krakatoa, in the straits of Sunda, that had
been sleeping for thousands of years was literally
blown into the sky 'by the pressure of the pent-up
gases beneath it.
This great eruption occurred in 1883. More than
60,000 persons were killed. The captain of a tramp
steamer saw a very strange disturbance in the sea,
in the direction of the old mountain. Taking his
glass he saw a perfect Niagara of water pouring
into an enormous fissure that had opened in the
earth.
He was struck with consternation, and
rightly imagining that something very serious was
likely soon to happen he put on all steam to escap,;,
and luckily he had reached a point which enabled
him to survive the effects of tl'.}.e awful blast when
it came.
The vast mass of water which had tumbled into
the bowels of the earth was immediately trapped
by the closing of the great fissure down which it
had poured . . The water was quickly converted by
the intense heat into a veritable high explosive,
writes Hudson Maxim in his "Dynamite StorieR,"
with the result that the massive mountain was literally blown bodily skyward, and fell in huge fragments into the surrounding sea. The shock was so
great that it was felt through the earth, and an immense tidal wave was set going which encircled
the earth. The opposing portions of the great wave,
meeting in the lower Atlantic, flowed up even to
the coast of France. An atmospheric wave passed
around the earth three times. The amount of ,·olcanic mud that was discharged frvm the mountain
during the eruption was more than the muddy Mississippi discharges into the Gulf of Mexico in two
hundred years.
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PLUCK AGAINST LUCK
I

I

OR

THE BOY WHO WOULD NOT GIVE UP
By DICK ELLISON
(A SERIAL STORY) .

"fl".

CHAPTER XXIV (Continued).
"We shall do that," said Bob. "But I think it
would be well to call the sheriff and his men and
let them take charge of matters here. I hardly
think that Carter and his desperadoes will return
here." .
"I don't think they will," agreed Kennard. "I
shall put the men at work over in the mine. Then
we will devote some time to the unravelling of this
mystery."
.
.
"That suits me to a dot!" cried Bob.
Accordingly this plan was quickly carried out.
The sheriff of Lodestone came up and took charge
of affairs at the Blue Belt mine.
By this time the little mining town was aroused.
Sympathy veered in favor of Bob and his White
Star mine, and the whole community arose in arms
to hunt down Buck Carter.
But the wily outlaw had made good his escape.
He did not return to Lodestone, and Bob had no
further trouble with him.
As for Wentworth, he disappeared with Carter.
What his fate was Bob never knew, for he never
saw him again.
Bert Clark was buried in Lodestone. There was
no friend to claim his body, nor did he posses sufficient money to pay for the transportation of his
body East. His career had been a reckless one and
it was cut short none too soon for the good of ~ankind in general. Bob officiated at the burial, and,
though the young scoundrel had wronged him greatly, Bob felt no spirit of revenge.
,
The plot of Clark and Wentworth had failed. The
last effort of Bob Cutter's enemies had fallen
through. It was the turning of the tide.
·
Henceforth Bob was to meet with no more reverses. Fortune smiled upon his every venture.
Happiness waited upon him at every turn.
The White Star mine was rapidly developed. In
a few months Bob returned to New York.
It was easy now to float the White Star stock. In
less than a year Bob Cutter was a millionaire.·
As soon, however, as his fortune was assured, he
stole a few days off to visit Skattles. He alighted
from the stage. one day and walked up the street
of the town. · There was another merchant in the
store once kept by Uriah Benson. Another postmaster handled the mails.

When Bob recalled that day that Benson and his
men were bound to dismantle the old house he felt
a thrill. What if he had been late with his legal
injunction? What if he had been too late to save it?
The place was very dear to Bob. It is hardly
ne~ssary to state that he received a wildly jubilant
welcome from Ted and his wife. Ile sat do~rn ,to a
good homely farm dinnei· such as gave him good
cheer and a feeling of plenty.
But later he wended his way further on to the
handsome summer home of the Dunhams. As he
approached he saw Bessie Dunham on the lawn.
She flew to greet him.
"Oh, I am glad to see you, Bob," she cried. "I
know all about your good fortune. I suppose you
feel so proud now that--" '
"Stop!" said Bob, reprovingly. "Only one thing
in this world will make me feel that I am really the
most fortunate of men."
"What is that?" she asked, wonderingly.
"You," he said, taking her hands. "I have no
pro3perity which I am not anxious to share with
you. Didn't you guess it long ago? Don't we understand each other?"
Their eyes met, and the pressure of the hands told
more than words.
"Yes," she said in a low tone.
To-day Bob Cutter is a wealthy banker in New
York City. His beautiful home is presided over by
a charming wife, and their summers are spent in
Skattles. The old homestead still stands, and Jed
Skeggs and his wife still live there.
THE END.

=====================
NEXT WEEK
NEXT WEEK
ANOTHER RATTLING
-

GOOD STORY

. ENTITLED-

STARTING AT THE BOTTOM
-OR--

THE

BOY

WHO

WON

OUT

By DICK ELLISON

The story of a boy who won out against great odds

DON'T MISS

IT

OPENING CHAPTERS NEXT WEEK

WILD WEST WEEKLY.

21

ITEMS OF INTEREST
WAR ECONOMY IN LEATHER.
PREDICTS TRAINS TO RUN FROM LONDON
TO PARIS.
The following suggestions from the Leather and
Departure of a train from London to Paris every Paper Laboratory of the U. S. Department of Agrifive or ten minutes and travel between the two culture can be utilized by every one who walks.
capitals by rail to occupy less than six hours, was Shoes should be oiled or greased whenever the
the possibility held out by Sir Francis Fox in a re- leather begins to get hard or dry. They should be
cent address before th~ Royal Geographical Society. brushed thoroughly and then all the dirt· and mud
Sir Francis was describing the conditions under that remains washed off with warm water, the exwhich it was proposed to build and operate a tunnel cess water being taken off with a dry cloth. While
under the English Channel.
the shoes are still wet and warm apply the oil or
The tunnel would consist of two tubes eighteen grease with a swab of wool or flannel. It is best to
feet in diameter. In the channel above the sea bed have the oil or grease about as warm as the hand
the maximum depth of water would be from 160 can bear, and it should be rubbed well into the
feet to 180 feet. It would be necessary, he said, leather, preferably with the palm. If necessary, the
to leave undisturbed such a cover of chalk over the oil can be applied to dry leather, but it penetrates
roof of ·the tunnel as would guard against any possi- better when the latter is wet. After treatment the
ble hostile contingency. That protection had been shoes should be left to dry in a place that is warmfixed at a minimum of 100 feet. The tunnel w_o1;1ld not hot.
·
be op_erated, pumped, and v~nti~ated by electri~ity1 Castor oil is satisfactory for shoes that are to be
~upphed from a power station m Kent, ten miles polished; for plainer footgear neat's-foot, fish oil 01
mland ·
. .
f th oleine may be substituted. If it is desired to makt
:he tun~el would have a dip m ~he 1_eve1 O • e the shoes and boots more waterproof, b~ef tallow
rails, formmg a water lock, b:y which it could, m may be added to any of these substances at the rate
case of emergenc)'.', be fill~d wi th w;;, t er from roof of half a pound of tallow to a pint of oil. The edge
to floor for one mile. This woul d be un~er control of the sole and the welt should be greased thoroughof Dover Castle and the entrance and exists would 1y. T oo muc h grease cannot be ,app1ie
- d t o th ese
t
b e un d er gunfi re of th e D over fo r ts .

------

~~
A simple method of making the soles more dura-

200 WEDDINGS ARE CALLED OFF.
Thirty weddings which were to take place the
latter part of this month and during June, in one
hall, have been called off because of the war.
Edward Neimark, speaking for number of proprietors of halls where weddings are usually held,
pointed out that this condition is not confined to
royal palaces, where occurred the thirty cancellations but was prevalent everywhere. He estimates
that two hundred weddings have been called off in
Williamsburg alone.
"Men and women who have actually taken out
their marriage licenses, who have gone to considerable expense and have even paid deposits for the
use of the ball and dini?,g rooms_ ar~, daily chang~ng
their minds about gettmg marned.
"In every instance the excuse is given that owing
to the war a change of plans was made necessary.
I do not know whether to attrib.u te this to the early
closing law recently issued by the Mayor, but the
excuse that is generally given is that the bridegroom
may be affected by conscription and t he marriage
must be postponed."
Brooklyn, N. Y., is certaihly not strong for the
war bride idea, he declares, and the situation is
spelling ruin for the hall owners, some of whom
have an expense in excess of $1,000 a month.

ble, pliable and water resistant is to swab them occasionally with linseed oil, setting them aside to dry
·o vernight.
Many of the common shoe polishes are harmful to
leather. All those which contain sulphuric, hydrochloric, or oxalic acids, turpentine, benzine or other
volatile solvents have a tendency to harden the
leather and make it more liable to crack.
It is poor economy, too, to wear a shoe with the
heel badly worn on one side. This throws the shoe
out of shape and may soon .result in its ruin. It is
also likely to cause temporary injury to the foot.
Harness leather, like shoes, cannot be neglected
without injury that lessens its durability. It should
be washed and oiled frequently. The washing should
be done in tepid water, with a neutral soap and a
sponge or stiff brush. After rinsing in clean tepid
water, the harness is hung up to drain a little while
before oiling.
For driving harness neat'sfoot or castor oil is best,
but for heavy harness there may be some tallow in
the oil. The applications should be light for driving
and liberal for heavy harness. The oil, warm to the
hand, is rubbed thoroughly into the leather while it
is still wet from the washing. Excess oil which the
leather is· unable to take up should be removed with
a clean, dry cloth.

'
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FACTS WORT H READING /
8,000 LOCOMOTIVES TIED UP.
When application was made in the Prize Court
in London, April 80, for condemnation of several
shiploads of lubricating oils and fats as enemy .Property, counsel read an affidavit from a member of
the War Trade Intelligence Department in which
it was stated that the latest reports in the hands
of .the Government showed that 8,000 locomotives
were laid up at Essen alone last month on account
of wear and tear caused by the scarcity of lubricating oils in Germany or by the employment of bad
lubricants.
The lubrication of railway engines was said to be
one of the most pressing problems in Germany.
AN ARMADILLO FARM.
The distinction of being the only armadillo f aim
in ·the world belongs to the enterprise of Charles
Apelt of Texas. His business consists of capturing
the little animal of the border country and converting it into the armadillo basket, which is known in
many lands for its unique attractiveness .
The armadillo is usually caught at night, the hunt
being carried on with han,d lanterns. It is then
killed and the body or meat cut from the shell, after
which the shells are laid out to dry. The head and
tail are then tied together and form the handle for
the basket. The shells are now varnished and the
interior trimmed with fancy goods, making a basket
that is at once ornamental and most useful.
THE WALLS OF BABYLON.
The ~alls of Babylon were built by Nebuchadnezzar. Babylon was an ancient city even in his day,
but he greatly enlarged and beautified it. The walls
were entirely of baked brick set in bitumen, on
every one of which his name was stamped. How
vast were these walls is told by Herodotus and many
other ancient writers. The city formed a square,
fifteen miles on each side. It was surrounded by a
moat ten feet deep, full of water. The first wall
was double, an outer wall and an inner wall, each
apout 24 feet thick and 36 feet apart, the intervening space filled in with dirt. The inner wall was
higher than the outer; the exact height is not
known, but it was probably at least 160 feet, and
was surmounted by towers. Within this wall was
a second, also double, and about fifty-five feet wide.
It, too, was surmounted by towers, and we can only
guess at its height. Other _walls, not so thick, but
rising ever higher, formed circle after circle of
defense for the city. Herodotus speaks of the walls
being 335 feet high, Ctesias mentions 300 feet, and
Dr. Banks says th@y were probably not far from
the truth. The ruins to-day are forty feet ·high.
Cyrus captured Babylon without a fight in 538

B .. C., by draining the river Euphrates and sending
his troops in on the bed of the stream that traversed
the city. Darius took the city l;>y stratagem and
threw down some of its walls. In 484 B. C. Xerxes
completed the demolition, so far as defensive features were concerned. In 275 B. C. the inhabitants
were transported to Seleucia; what had been the
metropolis of the world became a deserted village,
and what remained of its wondrous walls fell into
/
decay.
GERMAN RAIDERS RENAMED.
German names have been assigned by Secretary
Daniels to the two German commerce raiders just
taken over by the United States Government as its
first na\val prizes of war; but they will be the ,names
of German Generals who served 11nder General
G,orge Washington and aided the American colonies
in winning their independence. The German auxiliary cruiser Kronprinz Wilhelm, 14,908 tons, has
been renamed the Bar~n von Steuben. The German
auxiliary cruiser Prinz Eitel Friedrich has been
renamed the Baron de Kalb. Both vessels are at
the League Island Navy Yard, where they were interned until the existence of a state of war between
the United Stat.es and the German Governme~t.
As soor_i as repair~ are completed both yessels will
·be put mto the Umted States naval ,~ervice:
Baron von S~eu?,en :\Yas kno~n af! the dnll_master
As _an aide of Frederick the
of the revolution.
Great he had~won fame m the Seven Years' War,
and had been made Grand Marshall to the Prince
of Hohenzollern. At Valley Forge he took up the
task of transforming the forces wintering there
into a well-drilled army, and rendered invaluable
service to Washington in organizing and training
officers and men, welding them into a fighting machine that was a model for the armies that eventually defeated the forces of Cornwallis and compelled
his surrender.
Baron Johann de Kalb was a native of Huttendorf, .
near Baireuth, who served with the French in the
war of the Austrian Succession and ~ 011 a brilliant
reputation in the Seven Yearn' War. He W!:J.S one
of the first to volunteer his services to the colonists
after the Declaration of Independence , and in July,
1777, arrived in Philadelphia with eleven other officers on the ship fitted out by Lafayette. He was
made a Major General and was selected as second in
command to Lafayette for the proposed expedition
against Canada, which was later abandoned.
At the battle of Camden, S. C., he won undying
fame when, after the main body of American troops
had broken and fled, Kalb, unhorsed and fighting
fiercely at the head of his right wing,' was wounded
eleven times. He was taken prisoner, and died at
Camden on Aug. 19, 1780.
1
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OUT FOR HIMSELF
-OR-

TH£ HARD FIGHT OF JACK CLARK
By "PAWNEE JACK"
(A SERIJ\L STORY)
CHAPTER XVII (Continued).
His only thought was that a foe lurked behind
the tree, and he was determined to meet him. But
when he darted around the other side of the tree
no one was in sight.
The would-be assassin had vanished. Jack did
not attempt further pursuit. A remembrance of
his p.osition came to him, and he saw the folly of his
action.
1
With a quick sp1·ing he went back to Cicely's side.
The young girl was distraught with terror and clung
to him.
"Oh, Jack, are you wounded?" she cried, wildly.
"Let us flee. 'I'hey seek your life."
"It is only a scratch," assured Jack, as he bound
his handkerchief about his hand. The bullet had
seared the flesh, but had broken 110 bones. It was
painful, but not dangerous.
They went quicl ly back to the house. No furthei·
sign of the foe wus see11. Just befoi·e entering Jack
whispered:
"Say nothing about this to the others, Cicely."
Jack managed to bandage his hand and then went
to his hoom. His brain ,as in a whirl. The incidents of the past week had been a tax on his nerves.
calmed himself. A little before
But he gradually
1
ten he left tHe house to keep the appointment at the
log bridge.

hands. It is not going to be so easy to bag all these
miscreants as · our friend Hayes thinks."
"Do you think so?"
"I do. Now, the fellow who fired at you is doubtless lurking about the town at this moment. There
is no telling how many others are doing the same
thing. '1,o capture them all is going to be difficult."
"But the capture of the ringleaders 'Should break
up the band," said Jack.
"I think they need to be wiped out root and
branch," he said. "However, Hayes is the man to
do it. He may succeed."
· They were now drawing near the log bridge. Several figures were already there. They were accosted
by Selectman Phillips, who said:
"All the ten are here. Now where is Hayes?"
"He is here, also," said a voice from the gloom.
And the detective appeared on the scene. In a few
words he outlined his plan.
"At this moment," he said, "Shad Carter is in a
cabin two miles above here on a fork of this creek.
He may be our only capture to-night. But his capture will be like getting the serpent's head. The
tail may wiggle, but can do no harm."
"I hope your prophecy will come true," said Phillips. "We are ready."
"Very well," said Hayes. "Follow me."
He plunged into the gloom and the others followed
him. They were soon deep in the woods.
. It did not take long to cover the distance to the
cabin where Shad Carter was in hiding . . A light
from its window guided them and finally they were
able to creep up and surround it.
The detective then went boldly up and pounded
on the door. It was some moments before there
·t
d
ff
came an answer, gru an cm .

-~~l i~ the house had_reLired. Jae~ crept down the
stau s a_n? w~nt_ out s1lently_. He did not _dream of
the exc1tmg ~nc1dents the mg~t was to brmg forth.
He m~de lus way to the roam street of the village.
A_s he did so a man emerged from the shadows near
l11m.
?"
Cl
"l • t
ar1{.
s ~11a you,
. d J acc.
,,,
"M r. Ph"ll"
1 "I s 1·t no t t·1me
1 1ps. exc1aime
to keep the appointment at the bridge?"
CHAPTER XVIII.
"Yes," replied the selectman. "Let us go along.
, Have you anything new?"
THE CAPTURE.
"Little, except that I was the target this evening
"Who's thar ?" growled a hoarse voice beyond the
for a bullet from some unknown person in hiding."
"What!" exclaimed the selectman in surprise. cabin door.
"I want Shad Carter," said the detective, boldly.
"You were fired at?"
"Yes. I tried to locate the villain, but he got out "I know he is in this cabin, and I want him."
There was a stir inside.
of the way. It pcraped a bit of skin from my hand."
The selectman was deeply impressed. For some , "Who in ther name of fury are you?"
"Open the door and you'll find out."
moments he was silent. Then he said:
"Open nothing."
"In my opinion, Clark, we. have a hard job on our
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"Then I'll break it in."
An imprecation was the reply, and then there followed a pistol-shot and the crashing of wood. A
shrill whistle escaped Hayes.
At once the ten men closed in and made a rush
for the door. The inmate of the cabin was firing
rapidly through the door.
Fortunately none of his bullets took effect. The
next moment the door went down with a crash, and
Hayes and his men bounded in.
A fire burned on the ·hearth. Before this stood a
half-clad man, bearded, rough and desperate. He
held an empty pistol in his hand.
"What do ye want
"Who are ye?" he roared.
here?"
"We want you, Shad Carter," said Hayes, flashing
a pair of handcuffs.
"What for?"
"For robbing and murdering innocent people
without number. Your race is run, Shad Carter.
Surrender o it will be the worse for you."
"Oh, I see!" gritted Carter. "Some traitor has
betrayed me. You've got me, all right. I surrender. But ye can't prove anything against me."
"That remains to be seen," said Hayes, quietly,
as he slipped the steel bracelets on the fellow's
wrists. "The first part of the programme is enacted. Now where are the rest of your gang?"
"I don't know what you mean," said Carter,
shrewdly.
"Oh, yes, you do. I want Hike Hogan and Black
Mike· McCarty. There's also a man named Judson
Smith--"
"You'll git nothing from me," said Carter in a
sulky fashion. "You've brought this charge against
me. Now arrest me and take me to court and see
what you'll make out of it."
"We'll make an easy conviction," said the detective, confidently. "Now, boys, let us search this
cabin."
The prisoner was held by two of the men while
the cabin was ransacked. It was in the eMly light
of dawn before the search was ended.
T~en the keen detective discovered a faint path
leading back from the cabin into the woods. It
terminated at a flat stone.
This stone was lifted and a small excavation in
the earth was revealed. A keg seemed to fill it.
There was a hinged cover to the keg, and Hayes
lifted it.
Bundles of papers and rolls of greenbacks together with a large heap of gold coin, were vi;ible.
The treasure of the blackmailers had been found.
The effect upon Carter was terrible. He went
into a spasm, and it was an mat nalf a dozen men
could do to hold him.
He raved and fought madly. But it was of no use.
The treasure keg was lifted out of the hole. It
was carried into the cabin and its contents examined.
Then it was discovered that this was Carter's
share of the nlunder. What was more, papers were

found giving a detailed account of the transactions
of the gang with its different victims. The amount
received and the manner of its distribution was on
record.
It was a thrilling discovery and of untold value
as well.
"We've got everything," .cried Hayes, jubilantly.
"Of course, we won't find all the money that has
been taken from people in Woodville, but we have
.
a record of all."
The money in the keg was counted and found to
foot up to the large sum of fifty-five thousand dollars. There were found also letters which showed
that Carter was preparing to leave the. country with
his boodle.
"We got onto him just in time," declared the detective. "It is the best haul made in these parts
yet."
"And the credit is all due you," said Jack, eagerly.
"Not all of it," said Hayes, modestly. "But the
case is not ended yet. We must get the rest of the
gang."
It was now a question as to where to look for
them. It was learned that the Black Heart gang
had a peculiar manner of living, each by himself
and at points remote from each other. As there
was no palpable clue, it was decided to return to
Woodville with the prisoner first.
So they set out in the early morning light. An
hour later they crossed the log bridge and entered
the town. People were astir, and those on the street
were greatly excited as they saw the committee
of ten with their prisoner.
Like wildfire the report spread that Shad Carter,
the ringleader of the Black ·Heart, had been captured.
The town was aroused, and a short while later
the streets were swarming with people, all intent
upon seeing Carter.
But the sheriff locked him up in the little jail,
and he remained unseen. Public curiosity was un•
satisfied.
After Carter was imprisoned, Jack, who was
tired and hungry, set out for home. When he
reached the house he was met by Cicely and his
mother.
The inquiring look in the eyes of both he answered with a smile.
"Well," asked Cicely, "did you get that bad fellow-Carter?"
"Yes," replied Jack, quietly. "He is at this moment in jail.'~
Cicely clasped her hands.
"My prayers have been answered," she said softly.
"There are better days coming for us all."
"Amen to that, my daughter," said William White
devoutly. "Providence is merciful. There will now
be an end to this reign of terror in Woodville."
"It is believed so," said Jack. ''Hayes feels sure
the gang will be broken up easily now that Carter
is captured."
(To be continued.)
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TIMEL Y TOPICS
assurance, have called the law to their aid to protect them from rivals, or it may be to add prestige
to their merchandise, as several of the mirrors are,
or claim to be, covered by letters patent, copyright
or trade marks.
The mirror makers can justify their calling with
precedents numberless. The belief that a bit of
bright metal or glass could be so charged by the
black art that it would reflect in visible form the
invisible things or beings about us is as old as civilization. Egypt and Babylon, Persia and India,
Japan and China have made and used these occult
Those which are
instruments from early times.
40,000 SCHOOLBOY ATHLETES TO MARCH made in the far East posses qualities which at one
MEMORIAL DAY.
time were puzzling, but which, when the secret was
Forty thousand of the city's schoolboys, all train- discovered, were found ingenious utilizations of
ed athletes, will march on Memorial Day. The optical laws.
parade will be reviewed by Mayor Mitchell. InvitaThe simplest is the Japanese lucky mirror, a fair
tions to attend have been sent to President Wilson model of which the writer saw in a Bl'oadway shop
and Secretary of War Baker.
a couple of days ago. This is a flat plate and handle
More than 3,000 of the marchers will be in the made of a metal resembling steel. One side is so
khaki of their schooi cadet corps. Beside rudi- highly burnished that it reflects as well as the best
mentary military training many hundreds have also silver-backed looking glass. The reverse is chased
qualified on the rifle ranges as sharp-shooter s or in low relief with figures of vines, birds, clouds and
expert marksmen. Plans for the parade are being ideographs or talismans. When employed in the
carried out by the Public Schools Athletic League usual fashion it does not differ from any ordinary
of New York.
mirror, but when a large beam of light is thtown
upon it and reflected upon a dark wall or ceiling,
in the reflected circle appears a luminous face, ideo300 SALUTES FOR THE FLAG.
Three hundred railway torpedoes exploding in graph or other figure . The result is secured in the
rapid succession as a locomotive ran over them near original welding ·or casting of the mirror, when a
the Cranford railroad station, Cranford, N. J., made piece of metal of different composition,. shaped like
residents think of disaster, but the racket was the figure it is to produce, is fused into the circumjacent mass.
merely a novel salute to a flag just unfurled.
A similar effect is produced in silvered mirrors
Railroad employes recently gathered a lot of disjust laying on the reflecting character in one kind
by
railroad,
the
on
carded pipes that had been used
welded them togethe1·, and make a flagpole more of tin foil and filling in the rest of the surface with
than 60 feet high. They had chipped in for a big a foil of the same appearance, but different reflectflag, and when the 300 torpedoes went off,Old Glory ing quality. Akin to this style of work are thl:l
spread out to the breeze amid the cheers of hundreds. magic lacquers which at-certain oblique angles disl\1iss Mabel Hearon of Cranford pulled the cord close figures and lines, which are invisible when
-which released the flag. The "Star-Spangle d Ban- bottom of a cylinder or truncated cone, whose surface
ner" was sung and a patriotic address made by· Oldest of the oriental mirrors are those set at the
bottom of a cylinder or trucated cone, whose surface
Thomas Kenned~ of Elizabeth.
is waved or undulating. The base reflects in ordinary manner, the sides in such a fashion as to proMIRRORS USED FOR FRAUD.
duce foci of focal circles at various points. From
There are mirrors that are totally unlike those one point of view the looker sees a faint halo about
found on milady's dressing case, and not as harm- his face at the bottom of the cylinder·; from a second
less, either. While they are interesting and amus- point a misty human face alongside of his own;
ing at times they are sometimes made use of by from a third a face looking at him through his reswindlers to have the dollars from unsuspecting flected eyes.
The principle which underlies these odd images
and credulous mortals. They are known as magic
the same as that used by Cook and Maskelyne in
is
expended
is
ingenuity
of
deal
good
a
and
mirrors,
in their manufacture. They are sold to credulous London in producing their "ghosts," and seems to
individuals for $5 and $10, and cost one-tenth those have been employed with great skill by Cagliostro
figures. Some of these charlatans, with sublime in the eighteenth century.

FINDS LOST MONEY.
Lost in a field more than two years ago, $12.04
has been found. While harvesting wheat Charles
O'Neal lost a pocketbook containing the money. A
thorough search of the field was made, but ho trace
of the money found.
Last year the field was planted and cultivated in
corn. Recently while a colored man was hauling
out fodder he found some of the coins. Knowing
of O'Neal's loss he began to search and soon found
the whole sum.
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Good Current News Articles

England is experiencin g a bee-keeping boom.
Many persons are keeping bees to save sugar by
substitutin g home-produ cing honey. The demand is
so gr~at that no more "hives are available and dealers are at their wit's ends to meet requiremen ts.

. Carrying a six-ton building without the aid of
machinery, or other equipment, was one of the unusual tasks performed by 250 North Dakota soldiers
when they were on the Mexican border, according
to the May Popular Mechanics Magazine. The
frame structure that was moved housed the Army
Y. M. C. A. at Mercedes, Texas, and measured 72
by 24 feet. Because the site was undesirable , it
was proposed to hire a contractor to move the structure to a new location, but the Army engineers
devised a plan by which the men themselves could
perform the task, and so save money. They estimated that with S50 soldiers helping each would
have to carry less than 50 pounds. Accordingl y
the building was well braced and its walls provided
with runners. Since there was no floor the men
were stationed along all four walls, inside as well
as out, each soldier standing next to a beam inserted
beneath. At the word of command they lifted the
building from the ground and marched away with
it to a site 200 yards distant.

Grins and Chuckles ,
Signor Cadenza-W hy should I take all this silver? It is not a legal tender. Maestro-I know,
but your singing is a little tough, you know.

The Brooklyn Museum enterprise of offering educational moving picture entertainm ents for children
W.-Well, how are things in Boston? Have they
and high school students is achieving great success. named any new pie "Aristotle" yet? B.-No; but I
After school hours, the follwing films will be shown : heard a man there ask for a "Plato" soup.
The Portait in the Attic (drama) ; Kidnapped (adventure), from the book by Robert Louis Stevenson;
"Allbone says he can foretell storms." "He can
He Couldn't Get Up in the Morning (comedy).
not only tell them; he can cause them." "How?"
"By staying out till midnight."
Smashing the college record in the hop, skip and
"What do you put on your face after shaving?"
jump event at the annual field day meet at Vassar, asked the man who smiled of bay rnm. "Court
Miss Kate McKnight, a sophomore, of Riverside, plaster, usually," replied the nervous chap, gloomily.
Cal., was the most important under-grad uate at the
college lately. Miss McKnight scored thirty feet,
Husband- What did you think when you heard
breaking the college record of twenty-nin e feet, four the chandelier fall in the night? Wife-Why , I
and a half inches, which was set by Miss Charlotte thought you had been detained on "business" again
Hand in 1910. Rain interfered with the programe, and were getting up-stairs as quietly as you could.
but all the events were held.
"What's the racket down there?" shouted the old
Between 1,500 and 1,600 students of Yale Uni- gentleman from the head of the stairs. "I think,"
versity are taking a course of intensive training promptly replied his up-to-date daughter, "that it
with the Field Artillery Unit of the Reserve Officers' was Bob dropping his voice when he proposed to
Training Corps establis}).ed at that institution. Ten me."
hours per week are devoted to drills and three hours
"I am amazed, sir, that you should propose to
per week to theoretical work. The principal drills
include: The school of the soldier, calisthenics , the my daughter. You have not k,nown her a week."
school of the cannoneer, signalling, gymnastics , "True, madam, but I have known you for some time,
swimming and general athletics. The theoretical and everybody says your daughte1· takes after you."
work includes recitations in military hygiene, camp He got the girl.
sanitation, first aid, military law, manual of courtsAugustus (no longer the youthful)- Well, there's
martial, field service regulations , topography and
comfort; they say at .forty a man is either a
one
and
regulations
map reatng, Field Artillery drill
gunnery. This work is under the direction and con- fool or a physician. Angelina (nearly swallowingAugustus
trol of Capt. R. M. Danford and W. C. Potter. a yavvn)-Ar e you a physician, then?
Oh!
AngelinaNo.
U.S.A.

/
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A WOMAN'S VENGEANCE.
By Horace Appleton

"Dr. Graham, I want you to come with me and see
my daughter; she has been ailing for several weeks,
and we are unable to determine what is the matter
with her."
The speaker was Mr. Rufus Bo;rnton, a wealthy
resident of Fifth avenue.
He entered my office one morning, apparently in
considerable agitation, and uttered the above words.
"I will go with you at once," I said, and we left
·
the house together.
"My daughter seems to be gradually wasting
away under the influence of somB myst~rious disease," said Mr. Boynton, as we i\urried along the
street. "She is growing thin and pale, and of late
has been afflicted with a cough. She has steadily
refused to allow us to summon a physician, and only
consented this morning after much persuasion.
Frank Hallook, to whom, as you know, she is engaged to be married, is greatly disturbed by her
condition, and at last has succeeded in persuading
he1· to let us call you in."
Arrived at Mr. Boynton's residence I was ushereq
into the parlor, where was seated Miss Ada Boynton, the invalid, and her betrothed, Mr. Frank Hallock, a wealthy young merchant.
I was surprised and shocked at the alteration in
the appearance of the young lady since I had last
seen her.
She was greatly emaciated, and her formerly beautiful face was pinched and wan and deathly pale.
"They are trying to make an invalid 6f me, doctor,'1 she said, rising to her feet as I entered, "but
I don't think anything is the matter with me. I was
nev~r iJ1. in my life, and I won't acknowledge that I
am now."
At this point she was interrupted by a violent fit
of coughing which lasted several minutes.
When it was over I was about to ask her a few
questions, when the door suddenly opened, and a
very singular-looking woman entered.
The newcomer was apparently about forty-five
years of age, ve1·y dark, with a profusion of shining
black hair combed low on her forehead.
She wore a pair · of large green goggles, and her
hands were covered by old-fashioned lace mits.
"I beg your pardon; l 'did not know any one was
~h.ere," began this individual, turning to leave the
room.
"Please remain, madam," interposed Mr. Boynton.
"You will be interested to learn the result of the
doctor's visit. Madam Elmy, allow me to introduce
you to Dr. Gl'aham."
"I am very happy to meet Dr. Graham," said the
lady, in a low, musical voice, with a very slight
French accent.
.,. I had heard Madam Elroy's name mentioned before, and knew her to be the governess of Mr. Boynton's two younger daughters.
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I confess that I was, from the very first, prejudiced against her.
There was something in her face that gave me a
very unfavorable impression of her.
' But I did not stop to think much about ,her at
that moment.
I at once began my examination of Miss Boynton's
case.
I was unable to determine the nature of the disease with which the young lady was afflicted.
The case puzzled me greatly.
"I shall need a little more time to study the disease," I said. "Thei·e is something about it that I
cannot exactly understand."
I happened to glance at Madam Elmy at that
moment, and was I mistaken, or did a flash of triumph sweep over her swarthy· face?
I must have imagined this, I thought an instant
later, when she bent over the young girl, ' and, in a
voice full of the most anxious solicitude, exclaimed:
"Oh, doctor, you do not think it anything serious,
do you?"
"Oh, no, I think not," I replied. "I do' not doubt
I , shall be able to conquer the disease as soon as I
can form an idea of its nature, which I can do when
I have studied it a short time."
But when a week had passed, and I had given the
case the most careful attention I was obliged to
confess to myself that I did not understand it.
There seemed to be a gradual wasting away of th!:!
young girl's vital powers, for which there was no
perceptible cause.
I had never met a case like this before, and it
puzzled me greatly and baffled my every eff01-t to
conquer, or even to define it.
But I detel'mined that the disease shou1d yield to
me, that I would not allow myself to be baffled by it.
But as the weeks passed on and I saw the young
girl slowly fading away before my very eyes, the
powerful remedies which I prescribed seeming to
have no effect whatever upon her, I. acknowledged
that I could do nothing to stay the progress of the
terrible and mysterious disease.
I held a consultation with several eminent brother
physicians, but they were as puzzled as I had been,
and could suggest nothing.
Miss Boynton was now confined to her lfed, and
we all agreed that unless something was immediately
done, she could live but a few days longer.
But what should that something be?
We· could not tell.
An unexpected light was, however, shed upon the
mysteh on the morning following the consultation.
Mr. Boynton came rush'ing into 'my office in a
state of great ,excitement.
"Dr. Graham!" he exclaimed, "I have a suspicion
of the cause of my poor daughter's illness-a suspicion almost too horrible for utterance."
"What do you mean, Mr. Boynton?" I cried .
"I mean that I believe Ada has been poisoned."
"Poiswned ?"
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"Yes, sir, and by one whom it seems almost absurd to suspect-Madam Elmy."
"Why, sir, what reason have you to suppose this?"
"I will tell you, doctor. Since my daughter's mness, Madam Elmy has been with her a greater
portion of the time, and since she has been confined
to her bed the governess has attended to the i:n-eparation of her meals, the administration of her
medicine, etc.
"This morning I was in the small apartment adjoining the dining-room while Madam Elmy was
preparing the tray of food for my daughter, and I
saw her take a small paper package from her pocket
and sprinkle a white powder which it contained upon
the food.
"A strange suspicion seized me, and without stopping for a second thought I stepped forward and
confronted her. She had not been aware of my
presence, and as I entered she seemed greatly agitated.
"I asked her what she had put upon the food, and
she replied 'Nothing but salt, sir,' and seizing the
tray left the room. But in her haste and agitation
she had dropped a portion of the contents ~f the
paper upon the table. I carefully gathered 1t up.
I tasted it, but it was not salt. I then began a
search for Madam Elmy, but I could not find her,
and I think she must have left the house. And now,
doctor, I have brought the powder to you. Here it
is; can you tell me what it is?"
I opened the paper which he handed me, and examined the fine white powder which it contained.
It was odorless and tasteless.
"I do not know what it is, Mr. Boynton," I said.
"But we can find out by going to the office of my
friend, Dr. Langley, on the next block. He is a
profound student of toxicology, and if this powder
is a poison he will know it at once. I will go with
you immediately."
Five minutes later we were in Dr. Langley's office, and he had the package in his hand.
"I am not surprised that Dr. Graham did not
know what this was," he said, "for not one member
of the medical faculty in five hundred is acquainted
with it. Gentlemen, this is a vegetable poison, very
slow in its action, but certain in its effects. It
is a--"
But Mr. Boynton waited to hear no more.
· He sprang to his feet, and rushed iike a madman
from the place.
I followed him,. with a few hasty words of apology
to Dr. Langley.
The agonized father and I haste1: ed, arm in arm
'
to his residence.
As we entered, we were met at the door by a
servant, in whose face Mr. Boynton read what had
happened.
"My daughter!" he gasped.
"She is dead, sir."
It was even so.
And ~fadam Elmy was nowhere to be found.
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She. had disappeared as completely as if the earth
had swallowed her up.
No one was able to penetrate the frightful mystery that surrounded the affair.
No one had the slightest idea of what motive the
mysterious Madam Elmy could have had for the
tenible crime she had committed.
The body of the unfortunate girl was buried, and
still the mystery r emained as dark as ever.
A month passed, and we had all begun to despair
of ever arriving at any solution of the mystery,
when one day it was revealed.
Mr. Boynton entered my office one evening, saying:
"It's all out, doctor. Read this; it was received
by Fra k Hallock this afternoon,"· and he handed
me a delicate white envelope, directed to the young
gentleman to whom Miss Boynton had been betrothed.
It was postmarked at Paris, France.
I opened it and drew from it a tiny sheet, upon
which was written the following:
"FRANK HALLOCK-When you spurned me for
~iat white-faced baby, I swore she should never be
yours You will know how faithfully I kept my oath
·when ·1 tell you that she whom you knew as Madam
Elmy was none other than
"CELESTE DE VALVEAS."
"Who is this Celeste de Valveas ?" I asked, looking
up in bewilderment.
"She is a Parisian girl to whom, it seems, Frank
was engaged before he met my poor daughter. You
know Ada and he first met in Paris last year. He
had been living there for a year or so, and she
had been completing 'her education at a school in
the suburbs of the city.
"They met for the first time about a fortnight
before the time appointed for Ada's returh to America. It was a case of love at first sight. Of course,
neither my daughter nor I knew of the existence
of this former flame, Celeste de Valveas, and Hallock took good care that we should not.
"He proposed to Ada and was accepted. Now
came the query, how could he get rid of Celeste de
Valveas, toward whom his feelings had undergone
a complete revolution? He finally settled this question by going to her, frankly stating the facts of
the case, and asking to be released from his engagement. He says she took it very quietly, released
him at once, and they parted on apparently friendly
terms, he little imagining the devil that raged in
her heart.
"Well, he returned to America with us, and the
rest, doctor, you know."
Detectives were sent to France in quest of Celeste
de Valveas, but she was never f9tmd.
"What did he get five hundred dollars back pension for?" "Why, he was shot between the shoulder blades."
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ARTICLES · OF ALJJ KINDS
OREGON MAN INVENTS TORPEDO THAT
FLIES.
Fl'ank E. Kenney, of Portland, Ore., has invented
a new type of torpedo, designed to travel in the air
or through the water. He is declared to have received an offer for the device from the English
Government, but refused it to give it to the United
States Gbvernment.

TO BALK SUBMAipNES.
The suggestion that the submarine menace may
be met by packing bales of cotton against the sides
of ships sent to carry men and supplies to Europe
was made to Secretary Daniels today by Representative J. Thomas Heflin of Alabama. Mr. H eflin
said he had addressed a letter to the Secl'etary of
the Navy asking consideration of the proposal. A
statement issued by Mr. Heflin, reads:
"Cortez stuffed cotton in the jackets of his soldiers
A NEW INVENTION.
protect their bodies from the arrows of the Into
An automatic soda fountain has been patented by
Jackson won the battle at New Orleans by
dians,
a r esident of Houston, Tex., which is operated
merely by dropping the proper coin into a slot. using cotton bales, and we, by using cotton bales in
Contained in an attractive wooden cabinet are three the body of our merchant ships, can defy the subtanks, one filled with syrup, another with carbonic marines, feed the Allies, and win this war against
acid gas, and a third, which is surrounded with ice, Germany. We can build a merchant ship that will
is filled with water. There is also a container filled go safely through the war zone in spite of submawith paraffined cups. When a coi~ is dropped into rines.
"This can be done by building at the water line
the slot it releases three delicately balanced levers,
one after the other. The first allows a cup to drop a strong, thick, water-tight floor. Below this line,
from the container into an opening, where it is in the body of the ship, line the sides and bottom
within reach of the customer, and beneath two with bales of cotton. Fit them in side by side and
spouts. When the coin passes the next lever it re- end to end, as you would lay brick for paving purleases a spring-operated apparatus that allows the poses. Then hav e a network of strong steel chains
proper amount of syrup to flow down into the cup. over and around these layers of cotton bales. Then
The -third lever operates in the same manner as the pack bales in from side to side ·and make them stasecond and allows a little less than a cupful of iced tionary.
carbonated water to flow into the cup. In this way
"Above the water line and on the water-ti_ght floor
the drink is properly mixed in a sanitary way and carry foodstuffs. If the torpedo strikes the ship
supplied to the customer without human aid.
and t ears a hole in the side and lets the w.ater in,
the ship will not · sink, for cotton is like cork; it
will float forever. With the belly of the ship filled
SHOCK RAZED A VILLAGE.
with cotton and the water-tight floor twenty feet
Not a house left standing in the center of its above, it would be impossible to sink the ship until
g1·eatest violence, the village of Monterechi, in the it is torn to pieces, the cotton released, and the
Province of Arezzo, nea1· Florence, as the result of water-tight floor destroyed. This ship' could and
would reach its destination, although it might have
an earthquake.
Monterechi, a typical Tuscan village, stood on the several holes in its sides and bottom. As long as
top of a hill, having in the center the usual Italia·n the propeller works, this ship will keep moving, and
square, with the City· Hall, church, school and Post even if the propeller stops the ships will not
Office, the whole <¥>minated by a tower with a clock, sink.
"I would equip this ship with engine and propeller
which stopped at 11.35,- the hour of the earthquake.
The told tower resisted the shock, but was left tot- and also with sails, so that if water should reach
t ering, while the school building was entirely de- the engine room and stop the engine, the sails could
be used. The gunners of these ships could destroy
sh'oyed and buried many children in its fall.
submarine, for after firing upon and striking
the
So far it is impossible to ascertain the exact numthe submarine comes up to see what damage
ship
a
and
officials
by
made
inspection
ber of victims. An
soldiers who were the first from outside to reach the has been done and to rob the ship; and in nearly
scene proved that not a single house had been left every instance our gunners would sink the substanding, except that the frames of some of them marine.
"During the war between the States a Federal
were intact. The roof of the church also fell and
killed some persons who had taken refuge there gunboat torpedoed a Confederate merchant ship
after the first shock, only to be overwhelmed by the loaded with cotton. The ship did not sink until
bombs were placed on the inside and the ship blown
second.
The Government has hurried relief to the stricken to pieces to that the cotton could float out upon the
.sea. A ship loaded with cotton will not sink-''
4•egion.

so
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--INTERESTING ARTICLES
SOMETHING ABOUT ENLISTMENTS.
B etween April 1 and April 22 a total of 2',745
recruits joined the Army, according to an official
statement from the A. G. 0. Enlistments have steadily decreased from the high-water mark set on April
17, however, and the chances of recruiting officers
turning in 183,989 men within any reasonable time
seem slim indeed. For the twenty-two days given,
Illinois led with 2,577 recruits, Pennsylvania was
second with 2,382 and New York was third with
2,259. Indiana, with a quota of only 5,400 to be
filled, r eturned 2,230 men.
JAIL FOR CURSING ARMY.
Harry Breslin of 504 West 136th street, New
Ybrk, was sentenced to serve thirty days in the
workhouse by Magistrate Nolan in the Morrisania
court for cursing the army and the uniform of Lance
Corporal Raymond W. Burgesser of the Sixth Company, Fort Slocum. Breslin pleaded guilty to the
charge the soldier made. against him, which was
that he had annoyed the soldier in a north bound
subway train Friday night and shocked women passengers with his blasphemy. Breslin said, however,
that he did not remember what he had done or said.
He said he once was a National Guardsman.
U. S. DISCOVERS SECRET.
The secret of making optical glass of the sort
used in field glasses, range finders and periscopes,
a product for which this country hither-to has been
dependent on Germany, has been discovered by the
Bureau of Standards.
In announcing the discovery tonight, Secretary
Redfield said it was one of "essential importance to
the military services of the nation." Experts of
the bureau have been at work for two years and
half trying to find the right process, and -additions
will be made to the bureau equipment immediately
so that the product can be supplied in sufficient
quantities to meet the government's requirements.

a

FORDHAM CALLS OFF 'BASEBALL.
The executive committee of the Fordham University Athletic Association decided recently to call off
all games on the baseball schedule, following the
contest with Villanova. The Maroon authorities
were led to their decision by the enlistments of most
of the ball players in the reserve corps and the
Fordham ambulance corps. The tennis matches
and dual meets on the track schedule are not affected
·
by the decision.
Fordham. is the last local college of athletic prominence to abandon baseball. Bulger Lowe, captain-elect of the foot.b all team and first baseman on

the nine is ~1e of the prominent athletes to join the
ambulance corps.
Seven games remained to _be played on the baseball schedule, including a New England trip of four
games, which was slated in June.
WAR COURSES AT COLUMBIA.
Columbia's enrollment in the special war courses
which opened last month has exceeded all expectations of Professor James C. Egbert, director of the
Department of Extension Teaching, under the auspices of which the military training is offered. In
view of the fact that many applications for admission to the courses have been received since the
opening, Professor Egbert has decided to permit
students to enter the classes for several more weeks.
The courses include training in such military subjects as trench construction, camp sanitation, army
regulations, radio telegraphy, and engineeriny training, such as is needed by army engineers and for
similar courses.
Other courses are offered for Governmental training and hosts of classes are open for special training
for women who desire to be of service during the
war. The courses will continue until the opening
of the Summer session, which will not be interrupted
by the war.
DRESS 0-F GERMANS CUT DOWN BY LAW.
New regulations for putting the German people
on clothes rations came into force on April 1. They
go into detail as to the number of garments which
citizens may possess, and even specify the amount
of cloth which may be used for making suits and
dresses. The following list of adequate wardrobes
for men and women is officially fixed, and no supply
beyond this limit may hencefo r th be purchased:
For Men- One everyday suit, one Sunday suit,
one overcoat or cape, two smocks or jerseys, two
waistcoats, two pairs working ti·ousers, two. pairs
overalls, one pair winter gloves, six handkerchiefs,
three shirts, three suits under -~othes, two nightgowns and four pairs stocki11gs.
For Women-Two everyday dresses, one Sunday
dress, one extra skirt, two blouses, one cloak or cape,
one shawl, one dressing gown, three aprons, one
pair winter gloves, six handkerchiefs, four chemises,
1
three nightgowns, three suits of underclothing, three
petticoats and four pairs stockings.
Both men and women are limited to three pai s
of shoes, one pair of house slippers, three pillow
cases, two sheets, two blankets, one eiderdown quilt,
three towels, two kitchen towels and three dusting
towels. Both men and woi:nen are limited to three
and a quarter yards of material for a suit or dress.
Trousers must not be made "turned up" and overcoats must not have pleats or belts.
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LAUGHABLE EGG TRICK,

THE PRIZE FORD JOKE.

'l'his is the funniest
trick e.ver exllibited and
al ways produces roars
of langbter. The performer says to tile audi~nce tl,at be requires
some eggs for one of
Ills experiments. As no
spectator carries any.
be calis .bis assistant, taps him on top of
the lleatl, -be gags, nnd an eg« comes out ot
his mouth. This is repeated ~until six eggs
are produced. It is an easy trick to perform, one~ you lcnow how. and always
makes. a hlt; Directions i,;ive.n for working
It. Price, 2:, cents by mail. postpaid .
H. F. LANG, 1815 Centre St., B'klyn, N. Y.

Looks like a
story-book, but
It contains a cap
and a trigger.
'l'he moment
y our innocent
friend open.s the
book to read the
in terestlng story
be expects-Pop! Bang! Tbe
e x p l o s I o n Is
but
harmless,
wU! make hlm
think the Germans are after
him.
Price 35 cents
each by mall
postpaldVotff Novelty Co
i68 W. 28<1 St..

ll.NITTER

Every boy wllo ,vauts a whip-lash, pair
of --reins, or any other knitted article ot
similar kind should bnve a Knitter. A DY·
body can work h. '.rhe most beautiful de·
signs can be made by using colored
worsteds with this handy little object. It
Is handsomely lacquered. strongly made,
and tll-3 wires are very durable. Price,
10c. each. hy 1.0ail, postpaid.
Wolff Novelty Co., 168 W. 23d St., N. Y,
WHO

DROPPED

N. Y,

lllAGIO PENCILS.

~~df
~z(

THE EGG?

~ED:

The wost screawrng comic cateil of mod·
ern tilu<,s. Drop it auywilere ou the tullle
or the 11oor and await results.
The shell is n real egg sbell, but the
iVhite and yolk of the egg is made of
wax. 'l' be exact size and color of a real
broken ef!g.

BLlJE

The working or this trick ls very easy,
mos t startling aud mystifying. Give the
case and three pencils to any one In your
audience with instructions to place any
pencil in the case point upward and to
close case and put the remaining two pen·
You now take the
cils iu · his pocket.
case with the pencil in It. and can tell
what color it is. Directions bow to work
~be trick with each set.
Price 25 cts . each by mall. postpaid.
w,o\ff Novelty Co .. 168 w. 23d St.. N. Y,

No one for a mow.eut ,vould

think it other than an ordinary hen's egg,
carele~siy dropped on the floor. After receiving a goou scolding fOJ' your carelessness, pic•k il up a.ncl tell your parents not
to fry or scram'>l e 1t for your qreakfnst. as
you wisb to keep it for further use.
Price 10c: ~ tor 25, mailed postpaid .
q, F. LANG, 1815 Centr~ St., B'klyn, N. Y.

31
ll to $500 EACH paid for hundreds lot
old Coins. Keep ALL money dated be·
fore 1895 and send Ten cents for New
Illustrated Coin Value Book, size 4x7.
It may mean your Fortune. CLARKE

$

COIN Co., Box 95, Le Roy, N. Y,

TRY BEFORE YOU BUY

Select the bicycle you prefer from
the 44 styles colors nnd sizes In .
the famous "Ra~er" line. We

~~t!:r~:.
;.i:.~ii.fr;:K~~~id
Return t if not pleased and the
1

trial costs you nothing.

Wrlt:oat oncotorlarge i1las•
trated catalog showing com,plete
line o:f bicyol:es, tires end suppliee,

and particulars of moat marvelous
offe-r ever made on a bicycle; Yoo
will be astonished at our low
prlt:tJS and remarkable terma.
RIDER AGENTS Wantod

fo~'Nj~yrgr::_e ~,~1;i !~~D8a~r3ri~

from our big catalog. Do Buaineaa di
with the leading bicycle house in America. D
not buy until you know what we can do.

CYCLE
M EA D Dept.

COMPANY
H 18.8 CHICAGO,

BINGO,

It Is a little m_etal box. It looks ver:, '
Innocent, but is supplied with an ingenious
mechanism which shoots off a harmless
cap when it ls opened. You can have more
fun thau a circus with this new trick.
Place the BINGO in or under any other
article and it will go off when the article
is opened or removed. It can be used as a
funny joke by being placed In a purse,
cigarette box, or between the leaves of a
magazine; also, under any movable article,
such as a book, tray, dish, etc. The BINGO
can also be used as a burglar alarm, as a r
theft preventer by being placed in a
drawer. money till, or under a door or
window or under any article that would
be moved or disturbed should a tbeft be
attempted. Prlce,I5c. each .by mall. postpaid.
Frank S,mith, 883 Lenox Ave., New York,
A PECK OF TROUBLE,
;
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"KNOCK-OUT" CARD TR,J CK.-Five cards

are shown, front and back, and ther e a re no
tw o cards alike. You place some of th ein in a
handkerchief and ask any person to hold them

Hold discs in each !land and twist the
strings by swiug1ug tile toy around and
around about 30 times. 'l'hen move the

by the corners in full view of the audi e nce.
You now take the remaining cards and request
anyone to name any card shown. This done,
you repeat the name of the card and state
that you will cause it to invisibly leave your
hand and pass into the handkerchief, where · it
will be found among the ot}:ter cards. At the
word "Go!" you show that the chosen card
has vanished, leaving absolutely only two
cards. The handkerchief is un(old ed by an~
person, arid in it is found the identi cal card.
Recommended very higl!ly. Price 10c. each

~!\~s'l~g afha;-tstrY~~~nfo ~gtw\~i d~s;rs ~~~
rotate the wbeel and cause tile sparks to
fly. 'l'he coutinued rotation of the wheel
will again twist 1the strings. When this
twisting commences slacken the strings.
slightly until tlley ahe full twisted, then
pull.
· Price 25 cts. each ,by mail, postpaid.
O. BEHR, 150 W. 62d St., New York City.

by mail, postpaid.
\Volff Novelty Co., 168 W. 2Scl St., N. Y.
ELECTRIC CIGAR CASE.

'l'his handsome
cigar c a s e appears to lle fillel.l
witil fine cigars.
If your f r i e n d
smokes a sk il i m
to have a cigar
with you. As he
reaches out for
oue the cigars,
like a flash, in·
stantly disar,pear
iut'o the case eu·
ot
out
tirely
sigilt, greatly to
his surprise and
astonishment. You
can beg his pardon and state you
thou~ht tbere were some cigars left In the
case."' .A slight pressure 011 sides of_ case
causes the ci«ars to disappear as 1f by
magic. By to"'uching a wire at bottom ot
case the cigars instantly appear agarn Jn
their proper positic,n in tbe ca_i;e. As r~al
tobacco is used they are sure to decel'l'e
any one. It is one of the best. practical
jokes of the season. A novelty w1 tll w b1ch
yon can have lots of fun.
Price 35 ccn ts. seut by parcel post, puat·
.
paid.
'-• BEHR, 150 lV, 62d St., N. Y,

. . ..
,

MAGIC CARD BOX. -A very cleverly made
box of exchanging or vanishing cards. In fact,
any number of tricks of this character can be
performed by it. A very necessary magical
Price, 15c.
accessory.
FBANK SMITH, 883 Lenox Ave., N. Y.
THE SPOTTER CARD TRICK.

The performer exhibits a die. 'l'ile ace
of s1,1aues uuti Live carus are now taken
frolll a pack. The ace of spades Is thoroughly shuffled with the other ca1·ds.
wbicil are tllen placed down in a row on
tile table. ·l 'he die is uow tilrowu , and
as if embodied with superhuman intel·
ligeuce, tbe exact position of the Ace ls in·
dicated. Without touciling the die, the perforlller picks up tile earl.ls, gives them a
complete shuffle and again spreads them
out. ']_The die is rolled as before by any
person, and is seen to come to a stop with
tbe locating number uppermost. The card
ls turned over and found to correspond In
position. Price. 15c. postpaid.
.U, J,", LANG, 1815 Centre St., B'klyi:J., N, l'.,

-

One of the hardest puzzles ever invented.
Mix blocks well; then move squares witll·
out removing the box, so that every line
of figures, up and down and across, and
the two diagonals, will each add up 23 .
The Blank. space may be left in either or
the four corners.
Price 10 cts. each by mail 0 post;;>aid.
WOLF Novelty Co., 168 W. 23d St., N. 1.
PHANTOM CARDS.

From five card!
three are men ..
tally selected bY
any one. placed
under an ordi·
n a r y bandker·
chief, performe1
withdraws two
cards, the ones
not selected ; the
in ·
performer
vi tes any one to
remove tbe othertwo. and to the
great astonish·
ment of all they
have actual!, disappeared. No sleight-of·
hand. Recommended as the most ingenious
card triclc ever Invented. Price lOc. by mall,
postpaid.
WOLF~ Novelty Co., 16~W. 23d St., N. ~•

THREE-CARD

TWO-CARD

MONTE.

_

Exceedingly mystifying. Although the ace, d euce and
trey are shown plainly, it ls
utterly impossible for any
one to pick out the ace. Price,
10c, by mall, postpaid, with
directions.
BEHR, 150 w. 62d st., New York City.

c.

TOKIO

° CARD

TRICK.

You place fl..-e cards In a
hat.
Remove one of them
and then ask your audience
bow many remain . Upon examination the remain ing tour
have vanished . A very clever
trick.
Price too. by mall.
postpa id, with directions.
C. BEHR, 1110 ,v. 62d Street,

CHANGING

Brooklyn, N. Y.
PAPEL BLANCO.

I~

:-:. "t ~- .,
I

""O')
,-:~~;

N• 93

N• 34

341181
N•

~

This amusing and InN.. u : teresting
t rick is pe rformed with live cards
211011
co ntaining 100 squares,
N.. ,~

which

contain

100 dif-

f erent numbers.
T be
performer can in s tantly
'
- - -. name a series of six flg u res at a moment's notice by r eq uest of
any sr,e"tator. '.rhc m ost mat"\"elous feat of
mli1d -rendlng Her Invented. So easy tha t
a ch ild co uld perform the trick . Price toe,
b,· mai l postpaid, with directi ons.
mm xu1:2J o;on

Ji.

.

4*3'

F. LANO, 1815 Centre St., B'kl!•n. N. Y.

WILLARD-JOHNSON
PRIZE-FIGHT
PUZZLE.

k~

Four strips of cardboard,
each three in ches by one
and a bal! inches, showing
Willard and Johnson In
various absurd
postures.
· '.l'b e solution in the puzzle
lies in ~o arr.mging the
strips that the,• s how Wlllarci In tbe complete plctu r·· the beavy" ·elght champion.
Price. luc, by mail,
postpaid, with directions.
"

FRANK SMITH, 383 Lenox Ave., N. Y,

BLOCK

Four cards are placed In a
bat.
One card ls removed
and tbe balance are now
shown to be changed to
blank caL"ds . The cards can
be thorough l y exnmlned.
Price 10c, by mall. postpaid.
H. F. LANO, 1815 Centre St., B'klyn, N. Y.

PUZZLE.

Imported from Japan.
Tb!s neat little puzzle
consists of six strangely
cut pieces of wblte wood
unassembled. The trick
ls to so nssem b!e tbe
blocks as to form a slxpolut cross. Price 12c,
by mall, post pai d.
H. F. LANO. 1813 Cen·
tre St., B'klyn, N, Y.

CARD.

Oue card Is s hown. Tbe
performer pa sses bis band
over it and changes tbe car:l
from a jack of spades to a
seven or hearts. The second
time be blows on tbe card
and changes It to a queen of
cluhs. Quite easy to perform.
Price lOc, by mail, postpaid,
with direct\ous.
H. F. LANO. 1815 Centre St.,

New York City.

MARVELOUS IIIE:\IORY TRICK.

llfiRAD O

lllONTE.

'l'h1s famous trick gets them
nil. You pick up a card ancl
"'hen rou look at It you find
, .,·ou bnven't got the caL"d you
.,
,'I t hought ,ou bad.
P rice JOc, t>y mall, postpaid .
WOLFF No,•elty Co., 168 W. 23d St., _N. Y.

JAPANESE BANK PUZZLE.

I

Built up of a large
number of grooved
pieces of wood.
Very
difficult to take apart,
and very difficult to put
together. It can be so
dissec ted as to make a
bank of it and when reassembled would defy
the most lnµ:cnlous bank
burglar outside of prison. Price S5c, by
mail. postpaid.
FRANK S:\llTH. 383 Lenox Av<'., N. Y.
THE TAN'.rALIZER PUZZLE.

Consists of one borlzontal o.nd one nerp,•ncll<'·
ular piece of highly polished metal beut In such
NUT A~D BOLT PUZZLE.
a manner that wben asA rnry ingenious puzzle, sembled It seems utter ly impossible to get
consisting of a nut and them apal't, but by following tbe directions
bolt with a ring fa. stened it is .cry easily accomplished . This one Is
on tbe shank, wbicb can- a brain twister. Price 10c, by mall. postnot be removed unless tbe paid, with directions .
nut is removed. Tbe question ls bow to reC. BEHR, 150
62d St., New York City.
move tbe nut. Price, 15c, by mail, postpaid.
FRANK SMITH, ,883 Lenox A\'e,, N. Y.
DEVTVS LOCK PUZZLE.
Without eJ<ception, this
Is the hardest one of all.
FLIPPING CIGARETTE BOX.
And , et, l! you have
It looks like a box of
the directio ns yon can
Bet"·een the Acts cigve ry easily do it. It conarettes, but when you
sists
of a ring passed
open It a spring sends
th r ough t ,vo Jinks on
tbe conteu ts of the uox
s hafts. 'I'he sh anks or
b:i~::::3':::'.~ flying up In the air.
this puzzle are always
J\lore fun than a circus.
In the way.
Get one
Price.
15c,
by
mail, and learn bow to take
the ring otr. Price
postpaid.
ll!c, by mall, postpaid, with di rections.
WOLFF NO,'ELTY CO ..
168 W. 23d St., N. Y.
JI. F. LANO , 1815 Centre St.. B' klyn, N. Y.

Cl
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READ THIS ONE!

"MovinU Picture Stories"
A WEEKLY MAGAZINE DEVOTED TO PHOTOPLAYS AND PLAYERS
PRICE Ge PER COPY
-..,.PRICE Ge PER COPY

THE BEST FILM MAGAZINE ON EARTH
BUY A COPY!
ENJOY YOURSELF!
Magnificent Colored Cover Portraits of Prominent Performers!
32 PAGES OF READING
OUT EVERY FRIDAY
EACH NUMBER CONTAIJ\"S
New :Portraits and Biographies of Actors and Actresses
Six Stories of the Best Films on the Screens
Elegant Half-tone Scenes from the Plays
Interesting Articles About Prominent People in the Films
Doings of Actors and Actresses in the Studios and while Picture-making
Lessons in Scenario Writing, and names of Companies who buy your plays
Poems, Jokes, and every bright Feature of Interest in Making Moving Pictures
THIS LITTLE MAGAZINE GIVES YOU MORE FOR YOUR MONEY THAN ANY OTHER SIMILAR PUBLICATION ON THE MARKET!
Its authors are the very best that money can procure; its profuse illustrations are exquisite, ar.d its special aiticles are by the greatest experts in their particular line.
No amount of money is being spared to make this publication the very best of its kind in the world.
Buy a copy NOW from your newsdealer, or send us 6 cents in money or postage-stamps, and we will mail you
any number you desire

HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, 166 West 23d Street, New York City

WILD WEST WEEKLY
-LATESTISSUEST89 Youni:t Wild West and tbe ~ranaeo !Jandl or . The Scounre
of Skeleton ~kit.
T4-0 Young Wild West·~ Donble l>an1?er: or. The St lL'll of tile
Secret Sev~n
741 Young Wild We~t nnd- the Renegade Rustlers: or. Saved bJ'
the Sorrel Stallion.
742 Young WIid West's Fandango: or. Arletta Among t he Meld·
cans.
74S Youag Wild West and the Double Dence: or , The Domlno
Gang of Denver
T« Young Wild West on the Prairie: or. The Trail That Bad No
End.
745 Young_ Wild West and "Missouri Mike"; or, The Worst Kan
.
in Wyoming.
H6 Young Wild West at tbe Golden Gate: or, A Business Trip to
Frisco.
747 Young Wild West and the - Redsltln Raiden; or. Arletta'•
Leap For Life.
T48 Young Wild West's Cowboy Circus; or, Fun at the Mining
Camps.
F or sale by all newsdealers, or · wm be aent to any address on
reC€i pt of price, 5 cents per copy, In money or postage stamps.
NOTICE-The following numbero PRICE SIX CENTS.
749 Young Wlld West At Pike's Pea.It; or, Arlette's liltrange Disappearan ce.

'1'141 Young Wtld Wetlt's Six Shots, and the Change They Kade .U
D ead Man's Mark .
TIil Yonul? W ild West At the Little Big H orn; or, T he Laat Stan4
of the Cavalry.
TH Young WIid West's Big Bluff'.; or, Playing A Lone H and.
TM Young Wild West At Bowle Bend; or, The Ban of the Bandit
Rand.
TM Young Wild West's Ton of Gold; or, The Accident to Arletta.
TM Young Wild West's Green Corn Dance; or, A Lively Time
With the Pawnees.
TM Young Wild West and the Cowboy King; or, Tamlng a Texas
"Terror."
757 Young Wild West's Pocket of Gold; or, Arlette's Grent Discovery.
TCS!l Young WIid West and "Shawnee Sam"; or, The Half-Breed '•
Treachery.
.
·
7119 ·Young Wild West's Covered Trail; or, Arletta and the
Avalanche.
760 Young Wild West and the Diamond Dagger; or, The Mencan Girl's Revenge.
761 Y«:i!~fo:J.~~ West at Silver Shine; or, A Town Run by "Ten762 Young WIid West Surrounded by Sioux; or, Arletta and the
Aeronaut.
·
763 Young Wild West and the "Puzzle of the Camp"; or, The
Girl Wbo Owned the Guieb .
'fei Young Wild West and the Mustnngers; or, The BoSB of tbe
Broncbo Busters.

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher,

168 West 23d St., N. Y.

IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS
of our weeklies and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Write out and fill
in your Order and send it to us with the price of the weeklies you want and we will send them to you by return mail.
POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY.
FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher,
168 West 23d St ., N. Y.

OUR TEN-CENT

HAND BOOKS

No. 48. HOW TO MAKE A.ND USE ELECNo. 80. HOW TO BECOME A FHOT0G•
No. 78, HOW T O DO TRICKll WITR
TRICITY.-A description of tbe wonderful BA.PHER,-Contalnlng useful Inform a tion
NUMBERS.-Showln_.g many curious tricks
nses of electricity nod electro magnetism; to- regarding the CS:mera and bow to work It;
with figures and the magic of numbers. By
«et he r wi th tnll Instructions f or making also bow to mnke Photographic Magic LanA .. Anderson. Fully lllustrated.
Electrlc T oy s, Batteries, etc. By George tern Slldes and other Transparencies. HandNo. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS
Tre bel, A.M., M.D. Containing over fifty II- aomely illustrated.
CORRECTLY.-Contalnlng full lnstructlona
tor writing letters on almost any subject;
lustratlons.
No. 8%. HOW TO BECOME A WEST
also rules for punctuation and composltlen,
No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND POINT IIIILITARY CADET -Explains how
with specimen letters.
DRIVE A HORSE. -A complete t reatise on to gain admittance. course of Study, Examlthe h orse. DescPiblng the most useful horses natlonsi.. Duties, Stall'. of 0tllcers; Post Guard,
No. 111. H OW TO BECOME A CON.JUREB,
tor business, the best horses tor the road; Police H.egulatlons, Fire Department, and all
-Containing tricks with Dominoes, Dice
also valuable recipes for diseases peculiar to a boy should know to be a cadet . By Lu
Cups and Balle/ Hate, et.c.
Embraclns
the horse.
Senarens.
thirty-six Illust rations. By A. Anderson.
No, 76. H OW TO T ELL FORTUNES BY
No. 48. HOW TO BUILD A.ND SAIL
No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL
CANOES.- A bandy book tor boys, contain - CADET.- -Complete ins tructions· of bow to
THE IIAN D.-Contalning rules tor tellins
Ing full directi ons f o r constructlnf canoes gain admis sion -to the Annapolls Naval Acad fortunes by t he aid or Unes of the hand, or
and the mos t po pular manner o sailing emJ. Also containing the course of ln structhe secret of palmistry. Also the secret of
telllng future events bJ aid of moles, marka,
t hem. Fully Illu strated .
tlon, description of grounds nnd buildings,
scars, etc, Illustrated.
No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE.-Glvlng rules historical sketch, and everything a boJ
No, 71, HOW TO po F ORTY TRICB:8
for conducting debat es , outlines tor debates, abould know to become an oll'.!cer. in tll.e
WITH CARDS.-Contalnlog deceptive Cud
questions for di scu ssion and the best United. States Navy. By Lu Senarens.
Tricks
as performed by lending conjurers
No, H . HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL
aources tor procuring information on the
and magicians. Arranged tor home amuaequestion given .
HACHINES.-Containing full di rections for
ment.
Fully
Ulustrated.
"'
No 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND making electrlcal machines, Induction co!ls,
No. 18, HOW TO 1)0 THE DLA.CB. .ut'I',
A.NIMAL8.- A valu11ble book, giving lnstruc- dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked
-Containing a complete description of the
tlons In collecting, pre paring, m o unti ng and by electricity. BJ R. A. R . Bennet. Fully
mysteries of Magic and Sleight -of-band, topreserving birds, animals and insects.
lllustrated.
gether with many wonderful experiments.
No. 51. now TO DO TRICKS WITH
No. 85. lll1JLD0ON'8 .JOKES.-The moat
BJ A. Anderson.
Illustrated.
OA RDS.- Omtai nlng expla nation s of the original joke book ever publlsbed, and It Is
No. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.
t eneral principles of sleigh t-of -hand appll- brlmful of wit and humor. It contains a
Containing
eomplete
lnstructloas bow to
ca ble to ca rd tricks; of car d tri cks with large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums,
make up for Tarlous characters on the stage;
ord ina ry ca rds. and not r eq uiring sleight- etc., of Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, :jlutogether with the duties of the Stal?& Manof-ll and ; of tricks Involving sleight -of-hand, mor1st, and practical Joker of the day.
ager, Prompter, Scenic Artist and Property
or t he use of s peciall y prepared cards. 11·
No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLE!I.-ConMan.
Iustrated.
•
talnlng over three hundred Interesting puzNo. 80. GUS WILLIAMS' .JOKE BOOK.No. 112. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.-Glvln,: zles and conundrums, with key to same. A
Containing the latest jokes, anecdotes and
t he r ules nnd f11!1 d irections f o r playing complete book. Fully Illustrated.
funny stories of this world -renowned GerEuchre,
Cri bhage,
Ca si no,
F ort y -Five,
No. 61.
HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL
man comedian. Sixty-tour pages; bandsom"
Roun ce, P edro Sancho, D raw Poker, Au ction TRICKS.- Containlng a large collection of
colored cover, containing a half-tone photo
Pitch , All Fours, a nd many o ther popular Instructive and highly amusing electrical
of the author.
sames of card s.
tricks, together wltll. Illustrations. BJ .A.
No, 81, HOW TO MESMERIZE.-ContalnNo. 5S. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.- A .Anderson,
lng the most approved method of mesmerism;
anlmal magnetism, or, magnetic healwonderful little book . telllng yo u how t o
No. 88.
HOW TO DO CHEMICAL
ing. By Prof, Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S., auwrite to your ~weethear t, your fath er , moth- TRICKS.-Contalnlng oTer one hundred
thor of " How to H y pnotize, " etc.
er, s ister, brother, employer; and , i n fact, '41gbly a.musing and Instr uctive tricks with
No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTBY.-Coneverybody and an y b ody you wish to write chemicals. By A. Anderson, Handsomely
talning the most approved method• of readt o.
Illustrated.
Ing
the lines on the band, together with a
No. 54. now TO KEEP A:ND MANAGE I No. 89. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT-OFfull explanation of thefr meaning. Also exPETS.-Glvlng complete Info r mation as to HAND.-Contalnlng over fifty of the latest
plalnlng
phrenology, and tb e key of telling
die mnn ner and m ethod of r aisin g, keeping, and best tricks used by magicians. Also
characters by the bumps on the bead. By
tamin g, breeding . and mana gin g all kinds
i
·r
I h
F
of pets; also giv ing fu ll Instruction s tor con ta n 1ng the secret o second s g t.
ully
Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S. Fully mustrated.
making cages, etc.
Fully expla llled by illustrated.
No. 88. HOW TO K'YPNOTIZE.-Contaln twenty-eight Illustrations.
,
No. '10. HOW TO MAKE :MAGIC TOYS.lng valuable and instructive Information reNo. 115. HOW TO COLLECT STAl\lPS Containing full directions for making Magic
garding the science of hypnotism. Also exA.ND C0INS.-Contalnlng valuable lnfo rma- Toys and devices of many kinds. Fully 11plaining the most approved methods which
tfon regarding the collectin g and arran g ing lustrated.
sre emplbyed by the leading hypnotists of
of stamps and coin s . Handsomely IllusNo, n. HOW TO DO 11mCHANICAL
the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.B.
&rated.
TRICKS .-Coutainlng complete 111ustratlons
No. R4. HOW TO BECOME A N AUTHOR.
·, No. 56, · HOW TO BECOJ\m AN EN- for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricks.
-Containing information regarding cJ)olce
of subjects, the use of words and the manOINEER.-Contalnlng full In stru ctions bow Fully mustrated .
tp become a locomotive engin eer ; a lso dlrecNo. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS
ner of preparing and submitting manu Ql>ns tor bulldlng a model locomotive; to- WITH CARDS.-Embraclng all of the latest
scripts. Also containing valuable lnformatloa aa to the nea tness, leeibllltJ and genpther with a full description of everything and most deceptive card tricks, with Illuseral composition of manuscripts.
an engineer should know .
trations.
l!'or sale by all newsdealers. or w111 be sent to any address on receipt of price, 10c. per copy, or 3 for 25C:, In money or postage IJtamps, by

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher,

168 West 23d St., N. Y.

